Can’tfindyourdreamhome?

HUNGRY MIND
EVENTS FOR MAY!

Call

Richard
Dukes, III
c

Serving Minneapolis and St. Paul
Member of Multi-Million Dollar Club

• Sound advice

Wednesday, May 4th, 7:30 p.m.
SUSAN ALLEN TOTH
reading from her new book., How to Prepare
for Your High School Reunion,
published by Little, Brown and Company.
Wednesday, May 11th, 8:15 p.m.
J.P. WHITE
Reading poetry from his book, The Pome
granate Tree Speaks from the Dictator's
Garden,published by Holy Cow! Press.
Saturday, May 14th, 2:00 p.m.
ANNE CAMERON
signing copies of her new book, Stubby
Amberchuk & the Holy Grail, published
by Harbour Publishing.
Wednesday, May 18th, 8:15 p.m.
DAVIDA KILGORE
reading from her Minnesota Voices Project
Winner, Last Summer and Other Stories,
published by New Rivers Press.

• Creative financing
• Kind and caring service
• Sensitive to your needs

All events are free and open to the public!
Minneapolis
Lakes Office

920-5605

ONE
BLOCK
PARADE
A Children's Art Workshop & Performance.

Merrill Lynch
Realty

Residence

822-3289

The biggest little
parade in the world!
The One Block Parade is a unique
event. Artists working with students
(ages 8-13) will create a one block
parade spectacular like you’ve never
seen before! To sign up or to receive
more information on classes call:
290-9154

1648 G ra n d A ve. • St. P aul, M N • 55105
612-699-0587

SHOW YOU CARE,
JOIN OUR PLEDGE

WALK FOR AIDS.
Sunday, M ay 22,1988
Minnehaha Park, Twin Cities
11:30 Registration Opens* 1:00 Walk
Call for Brochure and Pledge Sheet

24-hour Walk Information Line: 612-870-7443

July 18-22
Parade-Performance July 23
Lowertown, St. Paul.
This event is sponsored by: Forecast-Public
Artspace Productions and COMPAS

ODEGARD BOOKS
OF

M IN N E A P O L IS

C ALH O U N SQUARE • 3001 H EN N EPI N AVE SO
M IN N EAPO LIS MN 55408 • (61 2 )8 2 5 -0 3 3 6
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What Am I Left with After All
—Julie Landsman

Free Trade— The Great
Destroyer— David Morris

Setbacks and triumphs during the
school year of one Twin Cities high
school teacher and her students.

Beulah — Olivia Lundeen
Behind the pleasant facade of a
small Minnesota town.

7
The Way It’s Suppose To Be
— George McKenna III

Wonders of the Midwest—
L.K. Hanson
An amusement park in our future?!
Another and yet another roadside
attraction.
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The Twin Cities edition is published
by the Clinton St. Quarterly, 3255
Hennepin Ave. S., Suite 255, Minne
apolis, MN 55408 —(612) 823-2103.
Unless otherwise noted, all con
tents copyright ©1988 Clinton St.
Quarterly. We encourage your com
ments, articles and art. All material
should be accompanied by a self
addressed, stamped envelope.

The Lighter Side of Being a Quad
riplegic.

Buntu and I— The Death of
a Son— Njebulo S. Ndebele

Raquel— Sharon Doubiago

A personal look at the horror of apar
theid.

What’s it like to be the most beauti
ful girl in the whole wide world.
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Clinton St. Gallery—
Ricardo Block, Curtis Hoard,
Kate Hunt, Constance Lowe

Some of the Twin Cities finest art
ists strut their stuff.

T H IS

in e y ears ago th e C lin to n
S tr e e t Q u a rt e r ly w as b o rn
amidst the cosmic wonder of a
total solar eclipse in Oregon’s
Cascade m ountain range. As
rubies and emeralds danced off
the sun, a small band of people
associated with Portland’s experi
mental Clinton Street Moviehouse
dedicated themselves to a spark
ling presentation of uncompromis
ing wisdom in journalism, fiction,
and art. The CSQ has unveiled
fresh new perspectives in many
m atters four tim es a year in
Portland since then, and a sepa
rate Seattle edition has been pub
lished for five years.
The genesis of an independent
Twin Cities edition is more prosaic

34
Paralyzed For Life—
John Callahan

A blueprint for turning a blackboard
jungle into a model of excellence.

ON THE COVER

Artist David Madzo is a St. Paul
native whose work has shown
extensively throughout the Upper
Midwest. In 1987 he won a Bush
Foundation Fellowship. He is repre
sented by Thomas Barry Fine Arts.
This is a self portrait.

An investigative inquiry into how the
growing globalization of the econ
omy w ill affect all our lives.

The Snap Revolution—
James Fenton
On the scene in Manila as Marcos
falls. Was he tripped or did he pull
the strings?

M A G A Z IN E

— going back to a chilly afternoon
in December 1986 at the Minne
apolis-St. Paul airport. Lenny Dee,
a co-publisher of the Portland
CSQ, had grown increasingly in
trigued with reports of the cultural
ferment going on in the Twin Cities
while Julie Ristau, then associate
publisher of the M inneapolis
based Utne Reader, had grown in
creasingly intrigued w ith CSQ
through the issues she’d read.
Vague plans were sealed over
cocktails at this between-planes
meeting for a Twin Cities edition of
the newspaper. A hearty outpour
ing of local interest in the ensuing
months has produced an exciting
homegrown product.
As in the Pacific Northwest at
the time of CSQ’s founding, there

is no journal in Minnesota open to
cross-pollination of artists, acti
vists, philosophers and writers.
CSQ— with its unique emphasis of
giving equal balance to editorial
and visual elements as well as its
well-rounded devotion to litera
ture, politics, humor, and the mys
terious ways of the world around
us —will be a chroniclerand ampli
fier for the many strains of crea
tivity in our community.
What you see in front of you is a
magazine with a proven record of
publishing history yet one that is
at the same time just beginning. To
spark wonder—as that exquisite
eclipse once did —we need your
talents, energy, and opinions.
Lenny Dee & Julie Ristau
Clinton St. Quarterly—Spring, 1988
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What
/ Am Left
with...
By Julie Landsman
Illustration By Ta-coumba T. Aiken
Design By Eric Walljasper
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now. My classes in special education
are filled with kids from all over Min
neapolis. Sometimes I have an hour
with them, once in awhile two hours. I
still get names wrong. To keep order
in my life I write down the name of a
girl that John Martin, the science
teacher, gives me. He is standing out
side the door of his overheated
classroom.
“ She cries every day and her hair
is always touching the paper.”
I begin to make lists. These lists
are poems about what is left undone.
A young girl runs down the hall to
algebra class. She is late. Just this
morning she has gathered up all her
clothes and run away from her pimp.
She is frightened that he will follow
her. She glances behind as she picks
up speed. Her high heels click on the
wooden floors. She slips into her seat
in the back row. Her bracelets ring
loud through the classroom.
I have to believe that this girl will
survive. I have to believe that despite
the loss of her childhood—the morn
ings of slow cigarettes and angry
men— she will find a way to pull

kids smile, point, as his eyes fly open
and he tries to read the words on flash
cards, words most kids know by the
second grade.
On the day of the dancing con
test, Mike comes in a velvet trimmed
jacket and baggy pants pulled in at
the waist to keep them on. When the
music starts Mike takes off the jacket
and places it on the back of a chair.
He rolls up his sleeves and starts to
dance. His whole body moves at
once. His hands push the space
around him into curves. His feet are
snakes. Head back, eyes closed, he
moves. A change in the beat, a
change in his step. He pulls the music
with him. He pushes it away. He gets
down on the floor and swivels on his
hips.
All the strutters, the taunters and
teasers edge off the dance floor. The
well dressed, straight legged, gerry
curled kids move toward the walls,
watching as Mike moves his hips,
hands, and feet. He is unaware of
their shining eyes, their shaking
heads, their “ amens” of approval.
Finally, the toughest of them

...After All
through it all. It is so hard to
acknowledge that some kids w ill
never make it. It is difficult to read
about ex-students of mine, shot on
the summer streets, or tricking in Lor
ing Park, arrested in drag.
n the lunchroom I cannot pick out
the survivors. I do not know who
they are. I watch the kids in
line as they shift their weight impa
tie n tly from sneakered fo o t to
sneakered foot. The woman at the
cash register questions each one,
fumbles over each name. A small
black boy with sixty-two braids woven
tight to his head stamps his foot, jabs
at the woman’s list:
“ Damn lady! Every day you ask
me! My name is Joe Washington. I get
free lunch. See, right there on the
paper!”
He moves on, glaring at the flus
tered woman. Hmong and Indians
gesture quietly to their names on the
list. Whites grin nervously and point.
Some of the kids reach deep into
pockets for change to buy extra milk
or cartons of sweetened juice. Some
take a bag of chips, forgetting about
the money they’d already spent on
cigarettes that morning. They throw
the bags back down on the counter.
One boy darts into line. No one
tells him he “ butted.” The stitching
shows on the bottom of his pants
where he tried to sew them up, an old
man’s pants from an uncle now in
prison. His shoes have no laces. He
shuffles just to keep them on. He
hunches over his food. None of the
kids go near him. He snarls.
In my classroom, when I ask for
an example of an analogy, he tells me
that “ coon just tastes like coon.” The
kids talk about his clothes. They
laugh.
After all the others have gone, he
sits and talks. He tells me he can wax
a floor better than anyone.
“ I’m clean, too. My clothes, my
skin. They clean, teacher.”
And they are.
When the bell rings, he walks off,
holding the waist of his pants, push
ing his feet down the hall in no-lace
shoes.
SEPTEMBER
The North High School building
is full of g raffiti, cigarette butts,
broken glass and overturned cans of
pop that attract bees; even now, the
morning after the first frost.
I walk the crowded halls, right
before the morning bell. I slip past the
smokers standing in a pack outside
the northwest door. I see kids in the
halls who will not get help from me.
They have dreadlocks or mohawks.
They talk rap talk, small talk. I smell
their perfume, their raspberry lip
gloss.
We’ve been in school for a month

DECEMBER
There is tension on the streets, in
the building. There is anger in the
hallways. A single black braid lies on
the floor, ripped out of the head of a
young girl during a fight this morning.
And there is Michael, who comes
to class every day. Until the dancing
contest, Mike is the skinny fifteen
year old black butt of all the kids’
jokes. Nappy headed, hungry, he has
no money for a gerry curl, no money
for straight legged pants. He smells
of sleeping in urine. In class his head
often drops, then rises. He wants to
read but can’t stay awake. The other

shouts “ Go Mike! Take it with you!”
and then Mike smiles, as he takes the
music inside, down and around his
skinny body.
After that day, even though the
kids still snicker and Mike still comes
in all the wrong clothes, something is
different. He walks straighter, dances
in the middle of class after he finally
reads from a book, stays awake for
the entire hour. After that day, Mike
sings songs in the hall, his church
voice clear as a bell in the morning.
The other students smile as they bend
over their work.
JANUARY
J I nger moves inside the school
building. There are gangs that
recruit kids: twelve, thirteen and
fourteen year olds. They wait out in
the crysta l w in te r air, skipping
school. I want to pull them in and sit
with them, read to them, watch them
work with words, with language.
The girl who has run away from
her pimp walks to algebra without

all the way under those boots: one
kick, his liver split in half. Someone
gets up in the auditorium at an
assembly and pleads with everyone
to stop the killing. Later a boy recites
a poem by Langston Hughes. Tears
move down the sides of the faces of
the young men and women who knew
Pedro. Some days it is hard to believe
in survival.
FEBRUARY
ittle kids wait at bus stops in
the Minnesota winter. They are
dressed in moon boots and down
parkas, scarves and moon mittens.
They are walking quilts. When they
march up the steps of the bus, you
cannot recognize their forms. They
are squares. You are used to them
stripped to the skin, their buttocks
round, their elbows sharp. But all
bodies have the same shape in winter.
Fat kids love it. They roll into
school with the rest.
Dear Jackie,
Somewhere on Hennepin Ave
nue, maybe between the bar where
gays hang out after they’ve been to
the bath houses, and the book store
filled with old men, you stand waiting
for the next slow car.
Your skin was like a baby’s when
I knew you and you were already turn
ing tricks, giving up your round body
for a fine man who kept you in food.
You were only fourteen and you
stepped over bottles in the morning,
careful of broken glass, while you lit
your first cigarette. The curtainless
window let in the glare of a streetlight,
which shone on the head of some
John you let stay the night. If your
pimp found out about the John you’d
be bruised blue on the streets the next
day.
When you showed up for school
you showed up in yellow silk and high
heels. You came in some mornings
smelling of a sweetness none of us
could name, covering up a sweetness
we could.
You helped Donald W illiam s
struggle through his vocabulary
words, sounding out each letter with
him, your mouth agonizing like his
mouth as he tried every letter one at a
time until he could hear it in his head.
You were the only one he’d work with
besides me.
During the class you’d shrug
your shoulders, the silk slipping off

A single black braid
lies on the floor,
ripped out of the
head of a young girl
during a fight this
morning.
looking behind her. She laughs at
something a young man has whis
pered in her ear.
But some of these kids will not
survive.

J I young student named Pedro is
# 1 kicked viciously by four young
men from a gang. It is an hour
after the last classes have been let
out. It happens right in front of the
principal’s office. There are thirty-six
entrances and exits to North High
School. There are three and a half
miles of hallway.
Five days later Pedro dies. He
was able to tell his parents, looking
directly at each one, that he loved
them.
I have to believe there is some
thing beyond his death— and yet I
hesitate now. It was a freak fight. No
one can understand how he could go

W B

one side, rhinestones shining.
I wonder if your mother is alive.
She was dying when I knew you. She
walked in for a parent conference like
an eighty year old woman leaning on
a cane, one side of her face set
strangely on her neck. You guided her
to a seat with such gentleness. We
told her about all the fine things you
did: how you worked with Donald,
how you cleaned up in the kitchen
after everyone had left, an apron over
your tight pants. You talked to the
white haired home ec teacher about
the kitchen you wanted someday. We
told your mother about the time you
went sledding with us, your blond hair
flying out behind you like a flag.
We didn’t tell your mother about
your pimp, how he followed you to a
pizza place one day when we all went
out for lunch. You introduced your
best friend, Sandy, to him. Who
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knows if she isn’t celebrating Valen
tine’s day on the corner with you, late
into the evening, red and green lights
changing all night long,onetrickafter
another gliding by like canoes. You
lived for warm cars and cigarettes,
large rings and money.
No matter what we did, who we
called, we couldn’t get you to leave
him. You always ran back.
I think of you now because it is
winter and the snowy world seems so
cruel, especially for young girls in
short skirts and coats with fur collars.
I think of you and of all the truths we
never tell our mothers.
I wish you safety. Donald sends
his love. He’s learning to read while
the snow comes down outside my
classroom. Stay well.
have a student named Mark
whose father died two years ago.
He has not said his father’s name
since then. He sits with me in a small
group, huddled around a table, talk
ing about the lines on a job appli
cation. He always leaves the forms

/

“ Mark, you forgot to put in your
father’s name.”
Without thinking, he writes it in
the square. I don’t say anything. He
does. He says it out loud over and
over, first softly and then loudly:
Logan, Logan, Logan. He grabs a
piece of paper and writes it and yel Is it
and sings it. I hand him chalk and he
goes to the chalk board. He covers it
with a huge scrawl of Logans, and
then a hundred tiny Logans, singing
it, playing with it, saying and writing
it. Because his back is to me, I don’t
see his tears until he turns around,
triumphant, his lips moving in rhythm,
his hands covered with chalk dust. He
sits down.
A small girl with heavy bracelets
says, “ That’s a nice name, Logan.
That your father’s name, huh?”
His mother calls me at home that
night. She says she has been trying-to
get Mark to say his father’s name for
two years. She thanks me through her
own tears.
Weeks later, Mark comes to me
after class. He stands in the after

Yet someone is singing, and
someone is holding out an
orange, and someone is reading
a poem and someone is carrying
light into the kitchen...
noon light. He asks me, then, how to
spell the word, “ deceased”.

blank in the second space for parent,
his eyes staring away from the paper.
Everyone in the group is filling out the
form again and again so no one will
be afraid when they go to apply for a
job. When Mark comes to “ father” he
skips the space as usual. But then
some gentle girl, some wisp of a teen
age girl with the thinnest legs in the
world, says to him,

APRIL
It is spring and a woman helps
her daughter on to a bus, headed for
South Carolina. She is afraid of the
gangs. She turns back to the streets.
Summer is on its way. Girls scoop up
jacks in the schoolyard and dance on

tiny legs, pink beads in their hair.
A boy picks up a piece of green
windshield glass and it flashes in the
sun. He walks with it toward his
house, while other children in pastel
jackets follow. He has never seen any
thing so beautiful. He is the king, right
there, the one who leads the way. He
has found something on the street. It
is full of gold and his friends are
following him.
Beyond the abandoned car, win
dowless and twisted, is this child,
walking past the old woman at the
bus stop. Dogs move toward him. Be
yond the car, settled half on the side
walk, the fender slanted and ripped in
two, is a group of boys and girls, led
by the boy, hurrying through the
screen door that hangs on one hinge.
I have to believe in the impor
tance of this child’s gift, the boys with
tears on their cheeks, Langston
Hughes, Pedro’s steady gaze before
he died. This child smiles as he sets
the glass down on the kitchen floor.
His mother moves slowly into the
room looking for cigarettes. I have to
believe she smiles for a moment at
the light.
•
There is nothing that says this is
easy. Yet someone is singing, and
someone is holding out an orange,
and someone is reading a poem and
someone is carrying light into the kit
chen where cigarette smoke curls
against a blue window.
There is nothing left but these
gifts, what we find despite the sorrow,
the loss, the boy who went under the
boots, the girl who waits on the cor
ner. There is only this: the fact
children find ways to gather the sun.
’ve taken care of people a lot in
my life: fourteen year old prosti
tutes in brassy silk pants. I’ve
taken care of crazy kids who bang on
my door between classes, and then
run in and move their fingers along
the gold stars on their chart just to
feel their success with their finger
tips. I’ve taken care of Sammy, who
called the cop on his father because
he had beaten his mother so badly

that she broke her neck; only she was
so high on cocaine she didn’t know
her neck was broken. She walked
around for days until they put her in
the hospital and I had to get Sammy
out of class because they said his
mother was dying and wanted to say
good-bye. I’ve taken care of kids who
ran away and hid in basements, the

I think of you and
of all the truths
we never tell our
mothers.
dampness of the floor living in their
backs as they walked old and stiff
around the streets looking for money.
I’ve taken care of kids who are silent
until they explode and no one can
stop them, a knife in their hand, the air
whipping around their ears. I’ve taken
care of Oscar in his pimp clothes:
long coats, large hats and boots, who
dealt out sweet talk and rolled-up
bills, holding his hands out to young
women in short skirts.
They line up at the door of my
rooms and along the walls of my
dreams.
Julie Landsman writes poetry, fiction
and nonfiction. She was selected for
the 1985 Loft Creative -Nonfiction
Award and a 1986-87 Loft-McKnight
Award in creative prose. What I AM
LEFT WITH, AFTER All is part of a
larger work in progress.
Ta-coumba T. Aiken /s a Twin Cities
artist.
Eric Walljasper /s a Twin Cities art
director, a folk music addict, and a pro
volleyball enthusiast.
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with this ad
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NEW AGE BOOKS and GIFTS

48th & Grand Minneapolis
Mon.-Fri. 12-6

When you find each other,
the symbol is important.
Take the time.
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822-9604
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U l GOLDSMITH
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futons in America!
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The Way
It’s Suppose To Be
A Speech by George McKenna III
Twenty years ago Jonathan Kozol’s Death At An Early Age
powerfully detailed young minds rotting in our cities’ schools.
Recently a report issued by the National Commission on Educa
tion warned that America’s youth was academically ‘‘at risk."
Nightly news reports have highlighted accounts of gang warfare
in the schools, while theorizing ‘‘why Johnny” still can’t read.
Amidst this bleak landscape Dr. George McKenna, principal
of George Washington Preparatory High in Los Angeles, has
shown that there is a way to teach the supposedly uneducable.
Eight years ago Washington Prep was a nightmare of graffitied
walls, empty classrooms and gang rule. Today over 80 percent of
the seniors attend college. Enrollment is at a maximum, with
350 on waiting lists.

I am a product of the segregated schools
of New Orleans, Louisiana.
From the tim e I entered kindergarten
at four years of age to the tim e I
graduated from Xavier University with
a bachelor’s degree in m athem atics
at the age of 1 9 ,1was segregated. All
of my teachers, all of my classm ates
were b la ck....
And I am a well-educated indivi
dual. Never believe that integration
has anything to do w ith education
because if one believes that, one
believes that unless one is integrated,
one cannot be educated.
I am, however, in favor of integra
tion. Integration is important. Segre
gation is not a desirable quality. It is
the closest thing to slavery th is side
of the Em ancipation Proclamation,
and I was segregated so th is is not
ancient history. I am not an old man. It
just happened yesterday.
And if you think there is a resur
gence o f racism in Am erica, you
would then assume that racism went
away....
Racism is an interesting thing.
Black people are not its only victim s.

As a m atter of fact, black people are
sometimes the perpetrators o f rac- ism. Racism is like ...a n y o th e r“ ism .”
It is not necessarily the action that
makes you g uilty of the “ ism .” It is the
tolerance of an injustice to any group
of people based upon the condition
that makes you guilty of the “ ism .” If
you tolerate oppression to any group
of people based upon their race, you
are guilty of racism. If you tolerate
oppression to any group of people
based upon their sex you are guilty of
sexism. If you are black and happen
to be a predator w ithin the black
com m unity and you are making ille
gitim ate babies that you don’t care
for, if you sell cocaine or you prey
upon the people, you are a killer, a
murderer, a rapist or a robber, you are
very racist, too, brother. Wherever you
are.
When you see a movie about a
school that works and call it unusual
because it happens to work for black
people and therefore schools that do
not work are so normal that we don’t

make movies out of them, that is an
in s titu tio n a l “ is m ” as w ell. It is
elitism and classism when we walk
around th is country assuming that
public schools cannot work. And so
pub lic schoo ltea che rs d on ’t send
their own children to public schools
any longer....
If education is going to work at
all, educators have to accept the
responsibility and stop laying blame
on victim s who already are victimized
by the system. There is no such thing
as genetically defective children or
children unable to learn. No such
thing. There is, however, an institu 
tionalized and system atic process
th a t is called m is-education per
p e tu a te d by p e o p le p o s in g as
educators....
Let me go back further. Having
been raised in the segregated south I
already know that education is the
only thing that can set you free.... I
know that when I went to school there
were tw o types of children.... We
were either “ poor” or we were “ poor.”

By George McKenna III
Illustration by Isaac Shamsud-Din
Design By Eric Walljasper
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That’s all we were, one of those two
economic conditions. My school
teachers educated me.
And let me tell you the interest
ing thing about being segregated. The
schoolteachers were segregated too.
They could not leave and go anywhere
else and so the best minds possible
were forced by law to go nowhere else
but to me. I had the advantage of be
ing segregated, if you will, because
these teachers owned me. They were
my parents away from home and I
was not disadvantaged when I was
sent to school everyday....
There was no better school. The
salaries were half the salary of white
teachers by law. We were all segre
gated, black and poor and the text
books were all hand-me-downs. I
never had a new textbook. When they
said write your name in the inside of
the book there was no place to write
your name....
How does one turn around a
school and change an institution?
You have to start with a philosophical
base. First of all you must understand
that good people participate in the
educational process....Good people
can (also) participate in the oppres
sion of other people and not neces
sarily be malicious or mean-spirited.
As an example, if you have the experi
ences as I did of riding the back of a
bus, you learn something very inter
esting ...you get on in the front, that’s
where the driver is. And you pass by
some real good people in the front of
that bus to get to the back. And when
you get to the back you find some real
nice people. The good people in the
front and the good people in the back
are very much the same. They believe
in God. They go to church. They send
their kids to school. They like a little
hot sauce in their gumbo, like their
music a little too loud, argue about
baseball, cooking, have a good time,
all going downtown. People in the
back and people in the front exactly
the same.
Except the law says you cannot
ride together and therefore we parti
cipated voluntarily in our mutual
oppression. The people in the back
going a step further fighting each
other over good seats in the back of
the bus until one day a lady said, “ My
feet hurt, I’m tired. I shall do this no
longer.” And the rest of us said what a
wonderful idea.
So before we leave here this eve
ning, you will have to ask yourself, are
you on the bus? Are you in the back?
Are you in the front? Are you driving
the bus? Do you even know that there
is a bus? Or do you assume that
where you are is where you are sup
posed to be and nobody can be a
catalyst?
You must be the catalyst who
makes the social change, but you
have to first understand that it is
possible to change and necessary to
change. Oppressed people often de
pend upon that oppression and de
fend it. You don’t believe that. There
are still people in the Philippines
wishing that Marcos would come
back....
This is Black History Month.
Black people have a history different
in this country than anybody else
(meaning no disrespect to all the
other ethnic groups in this country).
Nobody can equate themselves with
black people and anybody who tries
to do so is either malicious or mis
guided or misinformed. Let me tell
you why.
Black people have three distinct
differences that make them different
from all other groups.
We came here involuntarily...
direct from our families, our lan
guage, our history, our culture, our
women. The men were taken first,
used as absolute chattel, involuntar
ily. The typical scenario was that a
black man walked out of his home to
get a breath of fresh air in Africa and
woke up 16 months later in chains in
Georgia. That’s how we came.
Number two. When we got there
we were given no privileges at all. We
were made property. Horses were
worth more than we were. We were
not allowed to marry or have families.
We couldn’t even talk to each other
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If education is
going to work at
all, educators
have to accept
the responsibility
and stop laying
blame on victims
who already are
victimized by the
system.
because we had different dialects. It
have enough control, I don’t have
enough authority” — you already run
was illegal to educate us. We were ab
solute slaves. We were less than dirt
a dictatorship. What do you want, the
in this country and that has not gone
power of life and death? What more
away. We have still been mistreated
pow er do you need over your
in this country in very tragic ways.
students?
The thirdjcondition that makes
(You say) “ All of my students are
us different is that we came from
crazy. They act the fool. They treat me
Africa. Not from Canada, not from
with disrespect.” Let me tell you
South America, not from Europe,
something. Kids know who to treat
Paris, not from Israel. We came from
with disrespect. When you went to
Africa....
school you knew it too. There were
Those three distinct differences
some teachers we’d run out of the
make us unique in this culture....We
room in 10 minutes. There were others
were treated differently. We are still
if they just looked at us we knew our
lives were in danger. You s till
treated different today. Which made
us stronger because we haven’t died.
remember them, don’t you? You know
who they were. They knew who they
When you take a species and super
impose oppression upon it you either
were too. It had nothing to do with
their education. It had to do with the
eliminate it or you strengthen it. Since
content of their character....
we have not been eliminated you draw
I am not saying to you that teachyour own conclusions about the rest
of it.
ersshould be abused by children. I am
But now that we are still hereand
I saying to you that for the most part
now that we are trying to be educated
teachers who are out of control have
and now that this society knows that
themselves to blame, not the chil
dren. Not the children to blame
slavery will no longer be tolerated,
maybe not even in South Africa in a
because the children are gonna be
few years, there’s another way to
children. They have always been their
way. You and I were the same way.
enslave the people and keep us in
place and make sure that we do win
But let me go a bit further. The
public schools in America have not
dows and toilets that belong to other
people. Mis-educate our youth.
ever been prepared to educate the
Now the public school system is
disenfranchised other than in those
a very interesting institution. It is in
public schools, in the segregated
my opinion the most powerful institu
south. Other than in the segregated
tion on the face of this earth.... The
schools we don’t have any good ex
public school system is the only insti
amples system-wide of schools that
have been effectively educating poor
tution in this society that says you
break the law if you don’t give up your
and disenfranchised children. But
children to me. For 12 years you must segregation allowed us to all be
give up your children with no inter
locked in together. We had a common
ference. And my primary purpose is to
dilemma and a common purpose,
shape their minds and their values.
Nowadays, as I indicated, public
Their futures are in my hands with no
school teachers don’t send their kids
interference from you and if you don’t
to public schools. So who are they
give them to me you are a lawbreaker.
teaching? Not their own children....
Do you know of any institution in the
If we are going to effectively
most despotic dictatorship in the
educate young people we must dishistory of this world that has taken
continue the notion that the kids
the children for 12 years from the peo
must come to us in a different con
ple and had control over their minds
dition before we can be effective. We
and values? And if the public school
can no more assume that young peo
system is the most powerful institu
ple in America be pre-educated by
tion in America and if America is
their parents as a condition of our be
arguably the most powerful nation on
ing effective as schoolteachers than
the face of the earth, then the public
physicians in America can demand
that all of their patients get well
school system becomes the most
before they come for medical treatpowerful institution on the face of the
earth.
ment. Of what use are you as a
And if you and I are the people
teacher if you can’t educate the
who run that system then we are the
uneducated?
most powerful people on earth. If you
Stop demanding that the parent
don’t believe that then you have no
do something with the child. Why
business being in the profession.
don’t we build in the vehicles that sup
Power is what you take and as
port the parent and give them some
sume.... Everybody with a teacher
assistance in sending the child to us
credential walking into a classroom
in a better condition? We do need
has all the authority they need....
support systems, we do need prefer
ential treatment for the needy in
If a teacher ever says, “ I don’t
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America. You call that affirmative ac
tion, special treatment. I just call it
justice....
Until all of us are set free none of
us can call this a just society. And you
must understand this, I know a lot of
people who sometimes get very intim
idated by this kind of rhetoric.... I
might ask you to stand up on your
hind legs and look somebody in the
eye and say, “ I will take this no
longer.” And you say that’s not a very
peaceful thing to do. “ I don’t want to
cause waves. I am a very nice person
and I don’t want to get in any
trouble.” ...
Non-violence is the only way that
we are going to survive in th is
society.... (But) what is non-violence?
If you think non-violence means turn
ing the other cheek and refusing to
fight back you misunderstood it....
Non-violence is defined by Dr. King in
a very simple way. He defines it by
first giving you the definition of
violence. Violence is anything that
denies human integrity and leads to a
sense of hopelessness and helpless
ness. I’ll repeat that. Anything, any
act, any person, any place, any word,
any deed, any thought, any legisla
tion, any event, any time, anything
that denies human integrity and leads
to a sense of hopelessness and help
lessness is called violence. And by
that definition racism is violence.
P overty is v io le n ce . H unger is
violence. Homelessness is violence.
Sexism is violence. And so is the mis
education of children.... Therefore
those of us who believe in non
violence must see these institutions
in our midst as being absolutely
violent and reach out as an army,
soldiers of justice, and try to attack
these in stitu tio n s by non-violent
means and destroy these predators
within our community that happen to
be a part of us....
There is no “ they” out there who
are responsible for this. We are
re s p o n s ib le fo r m a kin g th a t
change.... And if you understand
that, you understand that the power
to make these changes lies in this
room. So let’s talk about education as
a vehicle for changing this society....
I am the principal of a high
school in South Central Los Angeles.
It has 2,850 students. It is 90 percent
black and 10 percent Hispanic. When
I took it over seven years ago it had
1,700 students and 1,300 per day were
voluntarily leaving the school afraid
to come to it. They were terrified. The
school was run by the Crips gang.
There was extortion every day. Kids
fighting each other. Nobody going to
class. Thirty-three percent absence
rate. Less than 30 percent of the stu
dents even thinking about going to
college. Unbelievable chaos. Graffiti
everywhere. Students truant, hanging
out. Narcotics being sold on a regular
basis. Teachers being assaulted, real
and imagined....
And coming onto that campus I
knew something was wrong. Yet the
people who worked there, the adults,
told me, “ This is normal, this is the
way black people are.” And their
brothers walking around with their
heads full of curlers and a shower
cap, earrings down to here and 40
pounds of radio in the back and peo
ple telling me, that’s the way the
brothers are.
I have been black too long and I
know they are lying to me. I know that
that’s not genetic to black people. We
were not born with curlers in our hair.
Lord knows, I know, we need our curl
ers but we were not born with them.
Ladies, if we were born with curlers in
our hair, childbirth would be worse
than it is now, wouldn’t it?...
We have to begin to set some
standards for the young people and
the adults. Washington Prep began to
talk about excellence. They estab
lished a contract for every student
and parent. Homework is mandatory.
Attendance is monitored daily. Con
duct is non-violent. And dress has a
code.
Homework must be mandatory.
Otherwise people won’t give it.... And
attendance needs to be monitored on
a regular basis. We cut absenteeism
from 33 percent to less than 10 per-

cent. Why? The teachers call home
when the students are absent....
You have got to personalize and
individualize. Love requires a per
sonal touch. When teachers call par
ents, parents know they care. Kids
know they care. The students under
stand there is a relationship now be
tween this teacher and my parent.... I
now understand there is an extended
family relationship.
Washington High School started
talking about caring and sharing. A
lot of people didn’t buy into that so
they left the school. I am talking
about the teachers. No students were
kicked out of school. I take great
issue with some of these pseudo
heroes in America today. One of them
is praised by Secretary Bennett, you
know — Joe Clark, Eastside High
School, Patterson, New Jersey.
Black man carries a bullhorn into
a black school and cleans it up by
kicking out 300 kids. Item, item, read
it on the news. Ridiculous to brag
about the fact that you kicked 300
kids out of school. You put 300
predators on the street and everybody
else becomes prey. You don’t brag
about that. That’s not an educational
model. That’s absolute insanity for an
educator to brag about the fact that
he kicked people out of school.
But, you see, when you happen
to be black and you walk into a black
school somebody assumes that you
are a good overseer. And you can get
away with that for black people.
That’s the way you treat black people.
You take that same black face wi,th
the bullhorn and go into white afflu
ent America and you’d be hanging
from a tree before nightfall. Because
they don’t tolerate that kind of abuse.
But we accept it. As a matter of fact
we even expect it f rom ti me to t i me....
When I told the teachers I was
going to give mandatory homework
...they got mad about that. “ You can’t
make me give homework,” they said.
Of course I can. The choice is yours
how much to give and what to give,
but not whether you will give it....
Homework ought to be manda
tory across America. Let me give you
an example. If every Monday night,
across America, we gave mathe
matics homework, then no parent on
Monday in America from kindergar
ten through college would ever have
to ask that child, “ Do you have
homework tonight?” Well it's Mon
day, isn’t it? And it’s America, right?
Then you have mathematics home
work. The advantage of that is that
every television station could tune in
to math exercises between the com
mercials. Instead of selling Miller
beer we could do a math exercise and
give the answer between the shows.
From one show to the other. Every
crossword puzzle in the newspaper,
every television and radio station
could tune into math exercises, solv
ing equations and talking about the
consciousness of math. You would
not have to be so paranoid that the
Japanese are coming, the Japanese
are coming. The Japanese have a
right to be excellent in their system,
all we have to do is institutionalize ex
cellence....
We have a dress code.... Young
men cannot wear gang attire. No
brothers get to wear earrings in their
ears. I don’t care if they wear them on
the streets. That’s up to them. That’s
a fad. But not on campus because I
know they don’t get to practice law
before the U.S. Supreme Court with
rollers and curlers and that kind of
stuff....
How are you going to keep kids
from dropping out of school? Make
them successful in school. (Then)
they won’t leave.... Washington High
School had support systems for kids.
Tutoring programs, every Saturday. 1
started the tutoring program, running
it for five years now, started it all by
myself....
Ail the teachers don’t teach the
students in a way they are going to
understand. So there needs to be a
secondary support system. Where
does the tutor come from? Use your
academically gifted kids to tutor the
ones that are not too proficient. You
can go out and get fraternities and
Photo by John Danicic

You must be the
catalyst who
makes the social
change, but you
have to first
understand that
it is possible to
change and
necessary to
change.
sororities to...do things.... They can
sing the alma mater all night long....
They can also do tutoring.
Church people praying every
Sunday say they want to help. After
Sunday, when do they help? I built a
vehicle. Now we have a school full
of people on Saturday getting tu
toring....
Every teacher should be teach
ing skills in the content areas. What
skills? Speaking, writing, reading, lis
tening, thinking, studying, and test
taking.... (These) can be taught by an
English teacher, a physical education
teacher, an art teacher, a geography
teacher, a chemistry teacher. You
should not just be corrected in your
writing by your English teacher, your
math teacher should give you writing
exercises as well....
Let me get back on another
issue. We need to be teaching our
young people how to care for each
other.... If you are a good student, and
you get your high school diploma and
you left your brothers and sisters
behind, you haven’t done them a favor
because you got yours. If they don’t
get theirs you’re in trouble. You either
take care of them now or they’ll take
care of you later....
Football players play football on
Friday night across America. On Sat
urday morning those same strong
young bodies get up after beating
each other up over a football game
and, led by their coach, go out into the
neighborhood and help some old lady
cut her grass, or roll the wheelchair of
the crippled child, or read to the blind
or help the aged in the convalescent
home who can’t feed themselves. If
the football players can’t do that they
lost the real game....
If you don’t teach the kids to love
don’t be surprised when they turn into
predators and scavengers in your
community and form things called
gangs.... Washington High School
had one of the most notorious street
gangs in the world.... It was born in
1969, called the Crips. You are going
to get Crips here real soon, too. Crips
are everywhere. Well let me tell you
about Crips. Crips are just kids who
don’t have leadership. Washington
High School had Crips, Brimms,
Southlose, Inhoods, Raymonds, Roll
ing Sixties—all of that on thecampus
at the same time. And the teachers
are telling me, “ Well, you have to cut
the campus up into territories. Crips
has their part of the campus and
Brimms is over there.” I couldn’t
believe that. I said, wait a minute. Has
anybody ever told these brothers that
they are all born by the same creator,
that they all come from women, any
body ever told them that?... They

said, “ Well you can’t bring them
together.” I said that’s a lie. And to
day there is only one gang on the cam
pus at Washington High School. It is
called the W ashington Generals,
that’s the motto of the school. That’s
our logo. Washington Generals. And
you are looking at the gang leader.
That’s real simple. That’s not heroic.
That’s just common sense. Some
body’s got to be in charge. If not, the
inmates will (be)....
Let’s talk about the structural
programs. Teachers at my schools do
lesson plans...so I can see what
everybody is teaching. Do you know
that you can have a situation where
three teachers are teaching algebra
all out of the same book and they are
40 pages apart and they all call it
algebra?... Good teachers shouldn’t
want to be that far apart. They should
be sharing with each other. When is
the last time any teachers saw each
other teach?... If you don’t do that
you are not learning anything. If the
only person you see teach is yourself,
what makes you think you are so darn
perfect?...
If I am not a capable teacher I
should either be improved or I should
be moved.... You can’t allow the
mediocre to pass themselves off as
excellent...just tolerating it and say
ing “ I wish I’d get some better
people.” That’s the same thing the
teachers say, “ I wish I’d get some bet
ter kids.” The kids are not going to get
any better. The teachers are not going
to get any better. You have to be the
one to improve the product or get rid
of the people.... You can’t let them in
stitutionalize inferiority within the
system....
Do the good teachers in your
schools all fight to teach the good,
and therefore the kids who need the
most help are given the teachers with
the least capability? And so all of the
excellent math teachers get to teach
the high-level math and the kids who
still can’t do long division never get to
see that kind of teacher. They still get
the teachers who don’t like math
themselves....
Excellent teachers need to be
teaching kids who need the most.
They should be shared. Sure some
body’s got to teach the (advanced
math) class but somebody’s got to
teach the remedial math class as
well, and it should be shared. You
can’t institutionalize that separatism
because then you have got elitism.
Which is another one of those “ isms”
that we have to protect ourselves
against. Do you say to the academi
cally gifted kids that they have a
responsibility for reaching down to
the other students? You students

have to understand this.... You can’t
just get yours without helping some
body else....
I (want to say a few words) about
cause and symptom.... If I gave you
10 billion dollars and asked you to
cure lung cancer, you’d go out and
spend your money on hospitals and
research and doctors and state-ofthe-art technology and you’d say you
were attacking lung cancer. But all
you’d be dealing with is a symptom.
I’d take the same 10 billion dollars
and attack tobaccoism . Because
that’s how to eliminate lung cancer.
You want to cure the ills of soci
ety, don’t start with the symptoms on
the outside. Go to the source, the
public school system. That’s where
the kids have to come everyday. They
shouldn’t have to leave the campus to
go see a probation officer. Probation
officers ought to come to them on
campus. You want to stop dropouts?
You can spend money on counselors
if you want to.... I’d take my money
and put it into peer counseling.
If this side of the room was about
to drop out and all had the profile of a
dropout...I’d take this bunch over
here who loves school, who wouldn’t
drop out to save (your) soul— cheer
leaders and ball players and musi
cians and good students and just
average everyday kids who like com
ing to school. I’d pay you a minimum
wage to take some training in peer
counseling. The (potential dropouts)
would become your clientele. You’d
call them every morning, tell them you
love them, tutor them, support them,
drag them to school. If you had to you
would drag them to the tutoring pro
gram, bring them everyday, from Sep
tember to Thanksgiving, get them
from Thanksgiving to Christmas,
from Christmas to January— and
you’ve made a semester.
That’s a lot in life. Just to hang in
there one more semester, because in
high school is when they start drop
ping out. They start thinking about it
in Junior High School. But they are
not strong enough to do it. So all of
the kids pretty much get to high
school but it’s at the ninth and tenth
grades they start giving up because
they don’t have a support base.
And both groups would be en
riched by this because this group
would be demonstrating love, which
is rewarding in itself, and this group
would be receiving love, which is cer
tainly rewarding, and they would
transmit it to somebody else. The
revolution can take place right at the
school site....
You can spend your money on
teachers if you want to and more pro
fessionals if you want to, just like the
war on poverty. Hire a lot of middle
class people to keep the people poor.
But the poor people stay poor. The
war on povertyjust got a whole bunch
of jobs for some middle class people.
You’d be better to talk about empow
ering the people to help themselves.
These kids are not going to ask you
for pay raises, overtime, worker’s
comp—they don’t care. If the money
runs out, they like helping their
friends. In Los Angeles they call them
their “ home tjoys” and “ home girls.”
They live in the neighborhood. They
don’t mind helping.
(If) you want to eradicate a gang
problem and you have got a little
money to do that, don’t put your
money into more police. Don’t put
your money into more crime preven
tion. Don’t put your money into more
jails and tougher sentences and more
hardware. Put your money into com
munity-based people and put them to
work on the school site campus.
If it were up to me I would find
every school that’s already in gang
territory...and I’d put in a community
based person, somebody who lives in
that community. A respected member
of that community. Pay them a decent
wage—$15,000 to $20,000 a year.
They’d work on the campus just like a
regular member of the staff. They’d
start working with fourth grade young
males.... Let us not kid ourselves. I
am not talking about being inequit
able to ladies.... The death rate
among the males is so high nowa
days that ladies are not going to have
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enough men to argue about later on
anyway.... The best thing I can do for
you ladies is to give you some strong
young men and keep them alive....
Now if I can start with the fourth
grade young men and each year add
another level on, in eight years I would
have covered them all and the older
young men can be role models for the
younger men. You start your own
gang.
Why would I use community
based people and stay away from
schoolteacher types? When school
teachers go home at night they really
go home. When these community
based people go home they just go
down the street. They have ownership
24 hours a day. Everybody knows
them.... You’ve got to return com
munity control to some extent to the
people. And when I talk about com
munity control I’m talking about con
trol over their own lives....
My idea of utopia and parent
involvement is that in every class
room on any given day across Amer
ica, while the teacher is teaching, a
parent of one of those children is sit
ting in the back of that room smiling.
Then I believe the quality of education
in that classroom would improve 200
percent and you wouldn’t have to
raise a teacher’s salary 10 cents.
That’s parent involvement....
I’d like to see somebody talk
about allowing people who have kids
in public schools to be released from
their jobs to come to the school on a
daily basis, a monthly basis, to see
their kids. The public and private sec
tor spends billions of dollars every
year retraining people who are func
tionally illiterate.... Instead of tuition
tax credits we should be talking about
corporate tax credits to let people go.
To visit schools, to be part of that
process once a month.
You might ask, what is the prece
dent for that? There are lots of
precedents. We support the criminal
justice system right now in that way.
You get a subpoena to go to court.
You get called as a witness in a jury
trial. Your employer will pay your
salary. The law says they are required
to pay your salary while you serve the
criminal justice system. Well, what
about the educational justice sys
tem? If we can’t support that we will
continue to have clients in the crimi
nal justice system....
I’d like to have police officers
have a whole different job to do. They
should be coaching ball teams in
stead of beating up kids with billy
clubs, and I know some people who
need beating up. I am not condemn
ing police officers. I am just trying to
redefine their jobs. I’d like to redefine
a lot of jobs. Teachers ought to
redefine their jobs too....
If we took a survey of what teach
ers think is the most important cri
teria for a schoolteacher they would
say knowledge of subject matter. If
you ask students the same question
they will say, that a teacher have pa
tience, that a teacher have under
standing, that they be able to commu
nicate and that they demonstrate
love.... Kids don’t know how much the
teacher knows. They just know you
know more than they do. As a matter
of fact they don’t care how much you
know as long as they know how much
you care.... They are not going to
learn from you if you don’t care....
I want to leave you with a couple
of concepts. First of all, your goal in
life should not be making money.
Materialism is a terrifying thing. It can
make you do some terrible things.
Your goal in life should be service to
people. Your goal in life is not becom
ing a doctor. Your goal in life is not go
ing to college. Your goal is not being a
lawyer. Your goal in life should be ser
vice. You use medicine to serve peo
ple. You use law to serve people. You
use your college education to serve,
you use your art, your music, your
talent, your education to serve. Other
wise your goal is exploitation.
If your goal is exploitation you
can use medicine and law and music
to exploit people. To take advantage
of them, to make them ignorant, and
keep them uninformed.... Instead of
using your art to uplift the spirit of
10
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If you don’t teach
the kids to love
don’t be sur
prised when they
turn into preda
tors and scav
engers in your
community.
people they’ll have you making beer
commercials and cigarette ads to
keep the people sick and uninformed.
Because you are very talented you
have to be careful of what you let
them do w ith your ta le n t. Just
because money is on the line they’ll
put you in movies that degrade you
spiritually, physically, morally, every
other way....
Money is not rich. You don’t
believe that. Have you ever heard
somebody say “ poor Elvis Presley” ?
He had plenty of money but he was
poor. .He died a recluse. Poor John
Belushi, poor Liberace, poor Michael
Jackson sits in his room talking to
dummies everyday. Got plenty of
money.
Yet I know individuals who have
no money at all and nobody called
them poor. Martin Luther King died
poor. Nobody says poor Martin. Ghandi died half-naked. Nobody says poor
Ghandi. Jesus didn’t have a pocket or
dollar to put in it. Nobody says poor
Jesus.... They had the wealth of love
surrounding them. That’s what you
have to be prepared to generate and
institutionalize through your system.
Schools can work for kids. The people
on the school site have to make that
commitment....
Don’t be so vainglorious that
your degree and your title and your
education make you special. You are
only special to the extent that you
serve. The schools in America can be
changed at the school site level. You
don’t need massive legislation to do
that. Just decide that’s what you want
to do. Surround yourself with some
caring parents, some caring teach
ers, and make the thing happen.
I don’t mean to tell you it’s easy

to d o .... I am ju s t saying i t ’ s
possible.... I had to fight real hard. It
took three years to get control of my
school. I had 117 teachers when I
came there and in three years 100 had
gone, had left. They decided they
didn’t want to buy into this. And yet
they are still teaching someplace.
They call that teaching. I don’t call it
teaching. By my standards they
hadn’t learned how to teach yet. But
by their standards I was the bad guy
because I asked them to do some
things that they weren’t prepared to
do. “ You can’t make me give home
work. You can’t make me do a lesson
plan.” ...
The p u b lic s c h o o l syste m
doesn’t reward the competent. It pun
ishes the competent. Business is run
differently. There if you are a compe
tent you get perks, you get a type
writer that works, a secretary who can
spell, and a parking lot with a parking
spot with your name on it and'a win
dow view.... (But) in schools the good
teachers come early, stay late, never
get to eat lunch, kids hanging around
them all the time, they get to tutor
kids, they get to pull the curtains at
the talent show, they get to sponsor
this club and that club, call kids, love
them, grading papers all night long.
The group (of bad teachers) could
care less about that. They never come
out at night. They’re scared to death
of the kids, always in trouble, com
plaining, whining, griping, always cry
ing about something. They can’t han
dle tough kids. So what do we do?
A difficult child enters the school
and we give them to you because you
can handle them. You already have 35
but we give you more. Smitty can han
dle them. Don’t give them to Brownie.

Brownie cries every time you give
them. He only has 12 in the class but
he can only handle 12. Don’t give him
any more. She is always going home
sick because she can’t handle this.
But this lady over here can handle
them all so we put more work on you
because you can do the work. Very
inequitable.
And then this group gets to go
home early because they don’t have
all these responsibilities. Guess what
they do every night? They go to col
lege at night and get an administra
tive credential and become your boss.
Yes, there are some sorry admin
istrators out there too. There are sorry
administrators and some sorry teach
ers and if we.don’t clean out the sorry
mess the system will stay sorry. The
system can work if the people want it
to work.... It is not about the students.
The s tu d e n ts have no c h o ic e
anyway.... We can’t keep condemn
ing people. We must reach out to peo
ple and educate them. We owe it to
them....
Reach out to them, create that
vehicle that is a support system. If we
demand that kids get a C average to
participate in extracurricular ac
tivities, then where is the support
system ? How come the lib ra ry
doesn’t stay open as long as the gym
nasium?... We condemn the athlete
because he can’t get a C. So we stop
him from playing ball. He still can’t
read and we don’t have a program to
teach him how to read. He is just a big
dumb jock.... Now he is six foot ten
and he is out of school and he is on
the street. Now do you feel safer? Be
serious. Be real serious. You can’t
turn people onto the street and act
like you are doing him a favor....
(We must drop) this adversary re
lationship that we have with our
young people.... You give a test in
class and in two weeks you give
another test .and the child does poor
ly, and you give another test, and after
four of these tests in eight weeks he
has got four D minuses or F pluses.
You never take the time to retest all
that information to see if maybe that
old stuff that he didn’t know when you
first tested him is now starting to
make sense.... Teachers say, well, he
didn't know it when I asked him.
What difference does it make
when he demonstrates mastery? It’s
not a competition between you and
him. “ Well, it’s not fair to the other
kids.” He’s not competing against the
other kids. You are just trying to get
him to learn something.... Maybe he
just doesn’t take tests well. Maybe
the pressure is on. Maybe every time
you give him a test he won’t do well,
but if you ask him that pre-learned
material over and over again and keep
including it in your testing it’ll start
making sense to him. Those defini
tions and terms that he didn’t under
stand in the beginning he learns a lit
tle better now. And he can feel better
about coming to school because he is
now beginning to make better grades,
even though he is still struggling with
(the new) inform ation.... He s till
figures, “ I got a chance. I got a
chance. I am not too far behind. I’m
only two weeks behind.... I have got
minimum mastery. I can move on into
the next section....”
Schools should be fun. Educa
tion is all we have. Education is more
im portant than em ploym ent. Be
cause if I employ you and then turn
around and unemploy you, you don’t
know how to get re-employed. If I
educate you well, no matter how
many times I unemploy you, you can
employ yourself, turn around and take
the job and employ me, because you
are well-educated.
Being educated is critical. Being
uneducated is not as bad as being
mis-educated because when you are
uneducated you know you don’t
know.... When you are mis-educated
you think you know. You don’t know
enough to know you don’t know....
I a b s o lu te ly believe p u b lic
schools can survive if we want them
to survive. I don’t believe that we
should turn our back on them and
institutionalize our non-responsive
ness. Thank you for your attention.

Quiet violence in a
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I
s a child I loved skunks
I fo r th e ir s c e n t, th e
' fragrance of summer and
I love them still. I felt welcomed by the
scent wafting in dark evenings. They
were out there; they were summer,
freedom. Up close I knew the smell
was noxious, fumes to coat another
animal’s fur. A skunk sprayed our
family dog once and shampoo would
not cut the odor. Mom took the dog to
the vet and brought her home, per
fumed. To me she smelled worse and
whenever she got wet the perfume got
stronger. The heavy stink of her fur
felt dirty, menacing, like the sweet rot
of mildew.
Nothing like the skunk. Each
spring I anticipated my first clean
whiff. They were running free in the
night, celebrating the soft air that
soothed my skin. The smell was a
good omen, ignoring the fact I know
now: it is the scent of fear, a startled
animal. The animal has been cor
nered and in defense the odor
released.
I imagined cuddly skunk fairies
cavorting in their kingdom. Daylight
was not their kingdom. Dad shot a
skunk in the light of dawn when I was
little , the crack o f his shotgun
destroying the quiet lap of.waves
against shore. I awoke, startled.
Vietnam veterans experience
chronic startle reactions. Their minds
and bodies, accustomed to the sud
den staccato vibrations of violence,
ca n n o t s to p re a c tin g , w a itin g ,
waiting, knowing it may come dis
guised, may come quiet at nine a.m.
or midnight, soft rustling that ex
plodes, rips the air with fire— but it
was only a cat jumping on dustballs
in the corner. That was me in my
childhood and early adulthood: rush
of adrenalin, stinky sweat whenever I
felt threatened. I felt threatened when
I misspelled a word, when I heard
footsteps behind me, when I sat at my
office desk under florescent lights,
when I drove on empty roads, when I
heard certain laughter in a dark movie
theater. As the fear rushed in, my
hearing became thick, buzzy. Muscles
clenched, my head lost its ability to
turn and look. My heart palpitated
with speed, and my hands trembled.
My armpits became soaked. The em
barrassing smell of fear permeates
my old clothes as far back as junior
high school T-shirts and sweaters. No
matter how potent the antiperspirant,
the odor left a stench in my clothing.
The startle would be with me still, my
constant relationship with life, if I
hadn’t come to recognize fear, if I
hadn’t learned why I was afraid.
I learned to be afraid in Beulah,
the northern Minnesota town where
I grew up. The town’s name isn’t really
Beulah. I chose that name because I
don’t want to use the real one. I want
Beulah, the real place, to be gone,
forever in my past. If I keep the place
alive in my life, the old violence might
in some way continue. Yes, part of me
is afraid, still hiding. Friends think I’m
being compulsively careful. Maybe
that’s true; it is my pattern, like the
way Donald and I were careful not to
conceive our now newborn son until
all traces of radiation from the Cher
nobyl accident were declared gone
from Minnesota milk, the milk I drank

Minnesota town
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a quart of every day to ensure the
baby grew healthy bones. He did and
maybe I helped. And maybe if I call my
hometown Beulah I can ensure that
my life, and now his, won’t sink back
into an evil nightmare.
Donald wonders if I should even
use our names, his and mine, or if I
should mask us further; I’m giving
everyone else different names. He
asks, “ Do you want to help end the
silence of abused children, or do you
want to walk up to your Dad and uncle
on Main Street and kick them in
the nuts while everyone in town
watches?” The former, and only occa
sionally the latter. I don’t need to hide
my face in shame. All I want is to live
in clear light, without the people who
hurt me.
Still I wonder if I should tell my
story, name the secret or continue to

seen the grave since the day of her
funeral. We hadn’t been to Beulah
since we last visited Dad, two months
after Mom died.
The closer we got to Beulah, the
less we spoke. Farm houses, bends in
the road, billboards became familiar.
Donald was driving and I tried to tune
our radio to the Beulah AM station. I
knew I would recognize names of
businesses in the ads and I wanted
that kindred feeling, the way rural
kids want to belong to the sequined
glitz of big-city nights and turn their
dials to find KOMA Oklahoma City or
WLS Chicago .in the midnight air
waves.
The car windows were rolled
down, forcing wind across the front
seat. We sang loudly with the radio. I
smelled a skunk, the sweet stink of
skunk.

I don’t need to hide my fa ce in
shame. A ll I want is to live in clear
light, without the people who
hurt me.
cloak it with silence. I wish I could tell
you about other things, but this is the
life I've got. The line between revenge
and the simple right to own without
shame the details of my life is difficult
to traverse. I will try to tell only my
story and not trespass into the lives of
those who are still afraid or uncomfor
table with publicly stating that they
were abused. The decision is imper
fect. I hope the reader will understand
that abuse does not take place in a
vacuum. It doesn’t begin or end with
one child some thirty years ago. I
don’t want to fictionalize the story,
because it is not a story; it is my
childhood, my recovered life. Nor do I
want to be cautiously polite in reveal
ing the pattern of a childhood I did not
choose. The result of taking too great
care to protect everyone’s privacy, in
cluding my own, would be continued
silence.
It doesn’t matter where the story
takes place. It’s a common though
not frequently told story. I’ll show you
my childhood home and the people I
lived with; you won’t need a map and
photographs.

n the summer of 1984 I went
back to Beulah. This was the
year by w hich O rw ell pre
dicted we would no longer know the
truth: love would not be allowed and
the government would rewrite history.
I believe he wrote to document the
history of his time. Most people from
my extended childhood fam ily of
uncles and aunts, cousins, brothers,
stepfather would say I write to tell
lies, if they were aware and cared that
I do write. Believing they are being
kind, a few would say I write to exer
cise an overly dramatic or confused
imagination. I do like to tell a good
story, a skill picked up from my
mother. The thing is, her stories were
true and so are mine. My relatives
would disagree. They would discredit
my words as the fiction of a mentally
ill woman. As my older brother, Gene,
informed me back in 1984, he thinks
I’ve had a nervous breakdown from
which I sadly have not recovered.
The story has gotten ahead of
me. On Wednesday, July 4, 1984,
Donald and I were driving from our
homein MinneapolistoWinnipeg. We
weren’t intent on celebrating national
independence, but did plan to watch
fireworks that evening with my cousin
and her husband in Fargo, North
Dakota. Our final destination was the
Winnipeg Folk Festival. We planned
to make the drive in two days, allow
ing time to visit my cousin and to
route ourselves through Beulah for a
stop at Mom’s grave. She had been
dead for two years and we hadn’t
K
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“ Did I ever tell you about the time
Dad shot the skunk?” I shouted above
the wind.
“ No.”
I never ask if he wants to hear my
stories.
I was five or six years old. We
were staying at Grandpa George’s
cottage, Dad’s father. I woke up to the
sound of a gun. Mom was up. “ Stay in
bed.” One of Dad’s sisters was there, I
think, and some other adults. I heard
them talking.
“ I got her.”
“ That’s great.”
“ She tried to hide. Sprayed after I
got her. First shot. Can’t find the
babies.”
“ S hhh. The c h ild re n are
sleeping.”
From my bed I listened. The last
voice was Mom’s, irritated, angry in a
way that fed my fear. Why had Dad
killed the skunk? There were cottages
nearby, all around the lake. The skunk
should stay away from people. I
couldn’t understand why it had come
here.
When I dared to get up, I asked
Mom “ Where is it?” The possible
sight of a furry dead body, the
unwashable stickiness of blood coat
ing my feet: these thoughts made me
whiny and I insisted on standing very
near my mother. Dad volunteered
from behind her something about a
box, a bag for the babies, but now the
odor. How could he get the smell out
of the car?
Mom was angry.
Dad was happy.
I wanted to know why he had
k ille d th e skunk. My q u e s tio n
re c e iv e d no re p ly o th e r th a n
“ Because it was a skunk.” This felt
like a lesson in logic where A equals
B, B equals C, and therefore, A equals
C. A was me, and C was the skunk.
What was B? I knew, yet my mind saw
blank. I sensed a connection my
young mind could not understand. I
felt a secret that I let myself push
away. Skunks became my allies.
Now I can complete the equa
tion. I know what I couldn’t let myself
face. I know what B stands for.
Statistics vary. Some maintain
that one in four girl children and one
in ten boys grow up victims of sexual
abuse. Others put the figure for boys
closer to one in five. One in five boys,
one in four girls, sexually abused by
the age of nineteen with fifty percent
of the abuse forced upon them by
fam ily members. I believe these
statistics though I can’t explain why
abuse pervades our culture. Stooping
to sarcasm, I propose that our culture
encourages bland, stoic, naive chil
dren who know how to be quiet and
keep secrets; they grow into better
employees, soldiers, and victim s.

They also can grow into better abus
ers. Our society believes children lie,
that they create stories of abuse. I
don’t know why; maybe because
adults who lie mistrust themselves
and find it easy to mistrust everyone
else. They assume all people share
their deceit, even children, and they
teach them to lie by forcing them to
keep awful secrets, thus ensuring
many will grow up and teach their
children to lie by keeping the same
secrets. Abuse is taught and learned
and travels through generations.
Because abuse surrounds us, we
are violent. Because we are adept at
hiding and denying the prevalence of
family violence, we can with increas
ing ease deny racism, sexism, geno
cide. We are skilled in denial of reality
and I would like to blame someone,
something for that s k ill—perhaps
fundamental religion, any organized
religion that tells people what to feel,
conservative politics, centralized
education, Freud. I’m shadow boxing,
swinging aimlessly in the air. Let’s
blame Freud for the ramifications of
his seduction theory. The *theory
states that women who claim they
have been abused are imagining
scenes they wish had happened. My
brother Gene seems to have bought
this logic. “ You must have wanted
people to do those things you imag
ined. Do you know what rape is?”
Even in the psychiatric commu
nity many refuse to question Freud’s
dogma. When abuse victims dare
seek help, some are further abused. “ I
believe that you believe this hap
pened to you. Let’s examine why you
would want to create these stories
about your family, shall we?” We are
cruel with our insistent desire to
believe everything will be okay. We
want to believe the doctor on tele
visio n news when he says the
eighteen-month-old girl trapped in
an underground well with her legs
pinned alongside her head for thirtysix hours will “ forget all about it;” she
will not suffer and have trouble cop
ing with the trauma of her accident as
she grows older. We do not want to
believe we are a society obsessed

with power, a society where children
must routinely cope with rape. We do
not want to hate ourselves. But hating
Freud doesn’t help. It isn’t that
simple.
If we can’t blame some source
for our violence, I fear we cannot
purge ourselves. I want a clear solu
tion. I want to heal our culture and fill
that lonely hole in me that was taught
perversion in the name of love, that
part of me who cries at the sight of a
TV commercial where a father and
young daughter sit side by side drink
ing lemonade.
I could blame Dad. A few years
ago I read a newspaper article about a
young woman who sued her father for
fraud, for sexually abusing her from
the age of eleven through seventeen.
Fraud because the adult provides
mores for the child. If the adult mis
leads the child by saying incest is
okay, secret but not wrong, the child
is defrauded.
,
A county judge awarded this
woman $243,000—$200,000 for dam
ages and $43,000 to cover therapy
needed because of the abuse. The
case went to court years after the
abuse. She proved her charges be
cause once, when she was legally a
minor, she told someone what was
happening. In most child abuse cases
the charges must be pressed within a
year of the child reaching majority,
but with fraud you have up to six years
after the abuse was discovered or
should have been. Although I didn’t
tell anyone, a lawyer friend says that
if a person was abused and suffered
memory loss to cope with the trauma,
charges can be pressed for up to
seven years from when the person’s
m em ory returns. I could press
charges against Dad if I did it soon.
I don’t want to pull Dad back into
my life. A pile of his money isn’t worth
having to be in the same room with
the bull glare of his flat eyes or having
to see the rolls of fat where the back
of his head meets his neck. I don’t
w ant to contend w ith him, his
b ro th e rs and s is te rs , w ith my
brothers’ denial in courtrooms. Yet, if
I do nothing, Dad and his family and
friends continue to hurt others. If I do
“ something” , if I take Dad to court,
will anything change? I don’t believe I
can protect the Beulah community
from itself.
One morning, over ten years ago,
I drove into town from the lake cabin
with Dad. We were driving to work. I
was clerking at his store for the sum
mer, before another year at col lege. A
deer ran across the road in front of our
d u s t-fille d s ta tio n w agon. Dad
pointed into the field. “ Look Liv.” The

I f I keep the
p la ce alive in
my life, the old
violence might
in some way
continue.
deer stood beside a larger deer in the
young, low corn. Doe and fawn?
Dad was pleased.
I wanted to pray, let God know I
appreciated the moment.
They were beautiful. Brown, thin,
agile legs. A contrast to the constant
fields of cows. These animals were
wild and wise, not stupid. Their eyes
saw us. Their eyes looked into us.
They had to know us to survive; yet I
knew they were naive and in danger
unless they hid well. If our car didn’t
accidentally kill them, friends of mine
with bows and arrows and guns
would.
For now, they were safe. I felt I
could see in their eyes. They were just
like me: okay, right now. I wanted to

know where they would go. Where did
they hide in the hot daylight of noon,
their danger time? Somehow I under
stood the need to hide, to seek
camouflage.
Denial was my camouflage. I
want to be appalled at how for years I
cherished the beauty of that deer as
an image of Dad, while I buried im
ages like Dad forcing fellatio on a
young daughter in the shower, but I
had no other way to cope. I wanted my
Daddy to be a wonderful man. He was
not, and many children are growing
up in similar families.
If I thought I could stop the pat
tern of abuse, I’d sue. Friends urge
me, “ Sue ’em Liv. You’ll have the
courtroom filled with friends. We’ll all
te s tify .” Other friends say, “ We
understand that you’re afraid.” In
response I feel cowardly. I don’t want
to shirk my responsibility to help
others who are not as strong as I am,
but I don’t want to spend months try
ing to prove my relatives are con
fused, sick, liars, while they try to
prove the same about me. I don’t have
proof to clinch the case; no pictures,
no witnesses, just the pattern of my
life, which is where the disagreement
begins. No, my life is not a part of
Beulah anymore.
The case would surely have
notoriety in Beulah and might help
people understand the urgency of
believing children. More likely, it
would be convenient for the commu
nity to create a scapegoat of one fam
ily: believe that that family was aber
rant; focus on the eccentricities of my
grandparents, uncles, cousins, aunts.
The community would remain intact
with children in the same danger. The
group of adults making pornographic
movies using their children would
continue. Some of the other girls who
were displayed and raped in those
movies still live in town and have
young children who for all I know are
in the newest films. The doctor who
called Dad and not Mom when I went
in with the flu that turned out to be

I want to heal
our culture and
fill that lonely
hole in me that
was taught
perversion in the
name o f love.

pregnancy, pregnancy in a girl who
was not experimenting with boys, and
the other doctor who performed the
abortion on me as a favor to Dad—
they no doubt continue to practice
medicine. I wish I could stop them all.
Now that I have dug up ugly memories
and learned to let them reside with
the beautiful, I am angry when people
believe we should choose what to
remember of life. Victims are shamed
into silence: you just want everything
to be perfect; look on the bright side,
at least you had food and education;
don’t live in the past; you are just
remembering a dream.
The summer before 1984, the
summer Donald and I grew to know
we didn’t have to be divorced, didn’t
have to leave one another in the wake
of chaos trailing my returning memo
ries, we saw another deer beside the
road. We were driving at night on a
rural detour off the Wisconsin in
terstate. The sky was translucent,

almost a black-blue saphire with
stars. We saw a dead deer, a buck
split in half, probably from the impact
of a car or truck, we thought. The head
and chest were on the road several
miles past the lower body, like they
had been stuck on a truck’s grill and
the trucker had stopped to scrape
them off. The head was upside down
on the road shoulder, its neck point
ing up, some miscellaneous skin and
guts flopped over beside it, on top of
it. Then I saw a doe standing in a
reedy marsh. I think she was a doe;
she was light brown, delicate, without
antlers. Our headlight glare captured
her agitated eyes. I thought she must
know the other deer was dead; maybe
she saw the accident. I wanted to ex
plain the situation to her, tell her how
to keep safe.
She couldn’t understand me any
more than people who speak my lan
guage do. I can explain fear, danger,
the need for protection and strength,

but what is safety? A life of defense or
learning to attack first? I don’t know.
I believe in knowledge, the know
ledge of events, recognized emotions,
choices, faith. This is history. I believe
the present flows out of the past. Until
we believe that history does have les
sons to teach us, and that a violent
culture creates violent history, we are
stuck learning and relearning the
same lessons.
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At last we got the
body. Wednesday.
Just enough time
for a Saturday
funeral. We were
exhausted. Empty.
The funeral still
ahead of us. We
had to find the
strength to grieve.
There had been no
time for grief, real- ।

ly. Only much bewilderment and confusion.
Now grief. For isn’t
grief the awareness of
loss?

That is why when we finally got
the body, Buntu said: "Do you realize
our son is dead?” I realized. Our
awareness of the death of our first
and only Child had been displaced
completely by the effort to get his
body. Even the horrible events that
caused the death: we did not think of
them, as such. Instead, the numbing
drift of things took over our minds: the
pleas, letters to be written, telephone
calls to be made, telegrams to be dis
patched, lawyers to consult, “ influ
ential” people to “ get in touch with,”
undertakers to be contacted, so much
walking and driving. That is what sud
denly mattered: the irksome details
that blur the goal (no matter how terri
ble it is), each detail becoming a door
which, once unlocked, revealed yet
another door. Without being aware of
it, we were distracted by the smell of
the skunk and not by what the skunk
had done.
We realized som ething too,
Buntu and I, that during the two-week
effort to get our son’s body, we had
drifted apart. For the first time in our
marriage, our presence to each other
had become a matter of habit. He was

j
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BUNTU AND I
DEATH OF A S O N
By Njabulo S. Ndebele

to us, adding to the terrible events.
Yes, we had drifted apart. Yet, our
estrangement, just at that moment
when we should have been together,
seemed disturbingly comforting to
me. I was comforted in a manner I did
not quite understand.
The problem was that I had
known all along that we would have to
buy the body anyway. I had known all
along. Things would end that way.
And when things turned out that way,
Buntu could not look me in the eye.
For he had said: “ Over my dead body!
Over my dead body!” as soon as we
knew we would be required to pay the
police or the government for the
release of the body of our child.
“ Over my dead body! Over my
dead body!” Buntu kept on saying.
Finally, we bought the body. We
have the receipt. The police insisted
we take it. That way, they would be
“ protected.” It’s the law, they said.
I suppose we could have got the
body earlier. At first I was confused,
for one is supposed to take comfort in
the heroism of one’s man. Yet, in
wardly, I could draw no comfort from
his outburst. It seemed hasty. What
sense was there to it when all I
wanted was the body of my child?
What would happen if, as events un
folded, it became clear that Buntu
would not give up his life? What
would happen? What would happen
to him? To me?
For the greater part o f two
weeks, all Buntu's efforts, together

I saw that day, how the
language of love could so
easily be trampled
underfoot.
there. He’ll be there. And I’ll be there.
But when Buntu said: “ Do you realize
our son is dead?” he uttered a
thought that suddenly brought us
together again. It was as if the return
of the body of our son was also our
coming together. For it was only at
that moment that we really began to
grieve; as if our lungs had suddenly
begun to take in air when just before,
we were beginning to suffocate.
Something with meaning began to
emerge.
We realized. We realized that
something else had been happening

16

Clinton St. Quarterly—Spring, 1988

with friends, relatives, lawyers and
the newspapers, were to secure the
release of the child’s body without the
humiliation of having to pay for it. A
“ fundamental principle.”
Why was it difficult for me to see
the wisdom of the principle? The
worst thing, I suppose, was worrying
about what the police may have been
doing to the body of my child. How
they may have been busy prying it
open “ to determine the cause of
death” ?
Would I want to look at the body
when we finally got it? To see further

mutilations in addition to the “ cause
.of death” ? What kind of mother would
not want to look at the body of her
child? people will ask. Some will say:
“ It’s grief." She is too grief-stricken.
“ But s till...,” they will say. And
the elderly among them may say:
“ Young people are strange.”
But how can they know? It was
not that I would not want to see the
body of my child, but that I was too
afraid to confront the horrors of my
own imagination. I was haunted by
the thought of how useless it had
been to have created something.
What had been the point of it all? This
body filling up with a child. The child
steadily growing into something that
could be seen and felt. Moving, as it
always did, at that time of day when I
was all alone at home waiting for it.
What had been the point of it ail?
How can they know that the .
mutilation to determine “ the cause of
death” ripped my own body? Can they
think of a womb feeling hunted?
Disgorged?
And the milk that I still carried.
What about it? What had been the
point of it all?
Even Buntu did not seem to
sense that that principle, the “ funda
mental principle,” was something too
intangible for me at that moment,
something that I desperately wanted
should assume the form of my child’s
body. He still seemed far from ever
knowing.
I remember one Saturday morn
ing early in our courtship, as Buntu
and I walked hand-in-hand through
town, window-shopping. We cannot
even be said to have been window
shopping, for we were aware of very
little that was not ourselves. Every
thing in those windows was merely an
excuse for words to pass between us.
We came across three girls sit
ting on the pavement, sharing a
packet of fish and chips after they
had just bought it from a nearby Por
tuguese cafe. Buntu said: “ I want fish
and chips too.” I said: “ So seeing is
desire.” I said: “ My man is greedy!”
We laughed. I still remember how he
tightened his grip on my hand. The
strength of it!
Just then, two white boys com
ing in the opposite direction suddenly
rushed at the girls, and, without warn
ing, one of them kicked the packet of
fish and chips out of the hands of the
girl who was holding it. The second
boy kicked away the rest of what re
mained in the packet. The girl stood
up, shaking her hand as if to throw off
the pain in it. Then she pressed it
under her armpit as if to squeeze the
pain out of it. Meanwhile, the two
boys went on their way laughing. The
fish and chips lay scattered on the
pavement and on the street like
stranded boats on a river that had

gone dry.
“ Just let them do that to you!”
said Buntu, tightening once more his
grip on my hand as we passed on like
sheep that had seen many of their
own in the flock picked out for
slaughter. We would note the event
and wait for our turn. I remember I
looked at Buntu, and saw his face
was somewhat glum. There seemed
no connection between that face and
the words of reassurance just ut
tered. For a while, we went on quietly.
It was then that I noticed his grip had
grown somewhat limp. Somewhat re
luctant. Having lost its self-assur
ance, it seemed to .have been holding
on because it had to, not because of a
confident sense of possession.
It was not to be long before his
words were tested. How could fate
work this way, giving to words mean
ings and intentions they didhot carry
when they were uttered?'! saw that
day, how the language of love could
so easily be trampled underfoot, or
scattered like fish and chips on the
pavement, and left stranded and
abandoned like boats in a river that
suddenly went dry. Never again was
love to be confirmed with words. The
world around us was too hostile for
vows of love. At any moment, the
vows could be subjected to the stress
of proof. And love died. For words of
love need not be tested.
On that day, Buntu and I began
our silence. We talked and laughed, of
course, but we stopped short of
words that would demand proof of ac
tion. Buntu knew. He knew the vul
nerability of words. And so he sought
to obliterate words with acts that
seemed to promise redemption.
On that day, as we continued
with our walk in town, that Saturday
morning, coming up towards us from
the opposite direction, was a burly
Boer walking with his wife and two
children. They approached Buntu and
me with an ominously determined ad
vance. Buntu attempted to pull me
out of the way, but I never had a
chance. The Boer shoved me out of
the way, as if clearing a path for his
family. I remember, I almost crashed
into a nearby fashion display window.
I remember, I glanced at the family
walking away, the mother and the
father each dragging a child. It was
for one of those children that I had
been cleared away. I remember, also,
that as my tears came out, blurring
the Boer family and everything else, I
saw and felt deeply what was inside
of me: a desire to be avenged.
But nothing happened. A ll I
heard was Buntu say: “ The dog!” At
that very moment, I felt my own hurt
vanish like a wisp of smoke. And as
my hurt vanished, it was replaced,
instead, by a tormenting desire to
sacrifice myself for Buntu. Was it
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something about the powerlessness
of the curse and the desperation with
which it had been made? The filling of
stunned silence with an utterance?
Surely it ate into him, revealing how
incapable he was of meeting the call
of his words.
And so it was, that that after
noon, back in the township, left ,to
ourselves at Buntu’s home, I gave in
to him for the first time. Or should I
say I offered myself to him? Perhaps
from some vague sense of wanting to
heal something in him? Anyway, we
were never to talk about that event.
Never. We buried it alive deep inside
of me that afternoon. Would it ever be
exhumed? All I vaguely felt and knew
was that I had the keys to the vault.
That was three years ago, a year
before we married.
The cause of death? One eve
ning I returned home from work, par
ticularly tired after I had been cov
ering more shootings by the police in
the East Rand. Then I had hurried
back to the office in Johannesburg to
piece together on my typewriter the
violent scenes of the day, and then to
file my report to meet the deadline. It
was late when I returned home, and
when I got there, I found a crowd of
people in the yard. They were those
who could not get inside. I panicked.
What had happened? I did not ask
those who were outside, being des
perate to get into the house. They
gave way easily when they recog
nized me.
Then Lheard my mother’s voice.
Her cry rose well above the noise. It
turned into a scream when she saw
me. “ What is it, mother?” I asked, em
bracing her out of a vaguely despair
ing sense of terror. But she pushed
me away with an hysterical violence
that astounded me.
“ What misery have I brought you,
my child?” she cried. At that point,
many women in the room began to cry
too. Soon, there was much wailing in
the room, and then all over the house.
The sound of it! The anguish! Under
standing, yet eager for knowledge, I
became desperate. I had to hold onto
something. The desire to embrace my
mother no longer had anything to do
with comforting her; for whatever she
had done, whatever its magnitude,
had become inconsequential. I need
ed to embrace her for all the anguish
that tied everyone in the house into a
knot. I wanted to be part of that knot,
yet I wanted to know what had
brought it about.
Eventually, we found each other,
my mother and I, and clasped each
other tightly. When I finally released
her, I looked around at the neighbors
and suddenly had a vision of how that
anguish had to be turned into a sim
mering kind of indignation. The kind
of indignation that had to be kept at

bay only because there was a higher
purpose at that moment: the sharing
of concern.
Slowly and with a calmness that
surprised me, I began to gather the
details of what had happened. In
stinctively, I seemed to have been
gathering notes for a news report.
It happened during the day, when
the soldiers and the police that had
been patrolling the township in their
Casspirs began to shoot in the streets
at random. Need I describe what I did
not see? How did the child come to
die just at that moment when the
police and the soldiers began to
shoot at random, at any house, at any
moving thing? That was how one of
our windows was shattered by a
bullet. And that was when my mother,
who looked after her grandchild when
we were away at work, panicked. She
picked up the child and ran to the
neighbors. It was only when she
entered the neighbor’s house that she
noticed the wetness of the blanket
that covered the child she held to her
chest as she ran for the sanctuary of
neighbors. She had looked at her
unaccountably bloody hand, then she
noted the still bundle in her arms, and
began at that moment to blame her
self for the death of her grandchild...
Later, the police, on yet another
round of shooting, found people
gathered at our house. They stormed
in, saw what had happened. At first,
they dragged my mother out, threat
ening to take her away unless she
agreed not to say what had happened.
But then they returned and, instead,
took the body of the child away. By
what freak of logic did they hope that
by this act their carnage would never
be discovered?
That evening, I looked at Buntu
closely. He appeared suddenly to
have grown older. We stood alone in
an embrace in our bedroom. I noticed,
when I kissed his face, how his once
lean face had grown suddenly puffy.
At that moment, I felt the familiar
impulse come upon me once more,
the impulse I always felt when I
sensed that Buntu was in some kind
of danger, the impulse to yield some
thing of myself to him. He wore the
look of someone struggling to gain
control of something. Yet, it was clear
he was far from controlling anything. I
knew that look. Had seen it many
times. It came at those times when I
sensed that he faced a wave that was
infinitely stronger than he, that it
would certainly sweep him away, but
that he had to seem to be struggling. I
pressed myself tightly to him as if to
vanish into him; as if only the two of
us could stand up to the wave.
“ Don’t worry,” he said. “ Don’t
worry. I’ll do everything in my power to
right this wrong. Everything. Even if it
means suing the police!” We went

At that moment, I felt the
familiar impulse come
upon me once more, the
impulse I always felt when
I sensed that Buntu was in
some kind of danger, the
impulse to yield something
of myself to him.
silent.
I knew that silence. But I knew
something else at that moment: that I
had to find a way of disengaging
myself from the embrace.
Suing the police? I listened to
Buntu outlining his plans. “ Legal
counsel. That’s what we need,” he
said. “ I know some people in
Pretoria,” he said. As he spoke, I felt
the warmth of intimacy between us
cooling. When he finished, it was
cold. I disengaged from his embrace
slowly, yet purposefully. Why had
Buntu spoken?
Later, he was to speak again,
when all his plans had failed to work:
“ Over my dead body! Over my dead
body!”
He sealed my lips. I would wait
for him to feel and yield one day to all
the realities of misfortune.’
Ours was a home, it could be
said. It seemed a perfect life for a
young couple: I, a reporter; Buntu, a
personnel officer at an American fac
tory manufacturing farming imple
ments. He had traveled to the United
States and returned with a mind fired
with dreams. We dreamed together.
Much time we spent, Buntu and I, try
ing to make a perfect home. The occa
sions are numerous on which we
paged through Femina, Fair Lady,
Cosmopolitan, Home Garden, Car, as
if somehow we were going to sur
round our lives with the glossiness in
the magazines. Indeed, much of our
time was spent window-shopping
through the magazines. This time, it
was different from the window
shopping we did that Saturday when
we courted. This time our minds were
consumed by the things we saw and
dreamed of owning: the furniture, the
fridge, TV, videocassette recorders,

washing machines, even a vacuum
cleaner and every other imaginable
thing that would ensure a comfor
table modern life.
Especially when I was pregnant.
What is it that Buntu did not buy,
then? And when the boy was born,
Buntu changed the car. A family, he
would say, must travel comfortably.
The boy became the center of
Buntu’s life. Even before he was born,
Buntu had already started making in
quiries at white private schools. That
was where he would send his son, the
bearer of his name.
' Dreams! It is amazing how the
horrible findings of my newspaper
reports often vanished before the
glossy magazines of our dreams, how
I easily forgot that the glossy images
were concocted out of the keys of
typewriters, made by writers whose
business was to sell dreams at the
very moment that death pervaded the
land. So powerful are words and pic
tures that even their makers often
believe in them.
Buntu’s ordeal was long. So it
seemed. He would get up early every
morning to follow up the previous
day’s leads regarding the body of our
son. I wanted to go with him, but each
time I prepared to go he would shake
his head.
“ It's my task,” he would say. But
every evening he returned, emptyhanded, while with each day that
passed and we did not know where
the body of my child was, I grew res
tive and hostile in a*manner that gave
me much pain. Yet Buntu always felt
compelled to give a report on each
day’s events. I never asked for it. I sup
pose it was his way of dealing with my
silence.
One day he would say: “ The law-
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yers have issued a court order that the
body be produced. The writ of habeas
corpus."
On another day he would say:
“ We have petitioned the Minister of
Justice.”
On yet another he would say: “ I
was supposed to meet the Chief Se
curity Officer. Waited the whole day.
At the end of the day they said I would
see him tomorrow if he was not going
to be too busy. They are stalling.”

Then he would say: “ The news
papers, especially yours, are raising
the hue and cry. The government is
bound to be embarrassed. It’s a mat
ter of tim e.”
And so it went on. Every morning
he got up and left. Sometimes alone,
sometimes with friends. He always
left to bear the failure alone.
How much did I care about law
yers, petitions and Chief Security Of
ficers? A lot. The problem was that
whenever Buntu spoke about his ef
forts, I heard only his words. I felt in
him the disguised hesitancy of some
one who wanted reassurance without
asking for it. I saw someone who got
up every morning and left not to look
for results, but to search for some
thing he could only have found with
me.
And each time he returned, I gave
my speech to my eyes. And he an
swered without my having parted my
lips. As a result, I sensed, for the first

time in my life, a terrible power in me
that could make him do anything. And
he would never ever be able to deal
with that power as long as he did not
silence my eyes and call for my voice.
And so, he had to prove himself.
And while he left each morning, I
learned to be brutally silent. Could he
prove himself without me? Could he?
Then I got to know, those days, what
I’d always wanted from him. I got to
know why I have always drawn him
into me whenever I sensed his
vulnerability.
I wanted him to be free to fear.
Wasn’t there greater strength that
way? Had he ever lived with his own
feelings? And the stress of life in this
land: didn’t it call out for men to be
heroes? And should they live up to it
even though the details of the war to
be fought may often be blurred? They
should.
Yet it is precisely for that reason
that I often found Buntu’s thoughts
lacking in strength. They lacked the
experience of strife that could only
come from a humbling acceptance of
fear and then, only then, the need to
fight it.
Me? In a way, I have always been
free to fear. The prerogative of being a
girl. It was always expected of me to
scream when a spider crawled across
the ceiling. It was known I would jump
onto a chair whenever a mouse blun
dered into the room.
Then, once more, the Casspirs
came. A few days before we got the
body back, I was at home with my
mother when we heard the great roar
of truck engines. There was much run
ning and shouting in the streets. I saw
them, as I’ve always seen them on my
assignments: the Casspirs. On five
occasions they ran down our street at
great speed, hurling tear-gas can
isters at random. On the fourth occa
sion, they got our house. The canister
shattered another window and filled
the house with the terrible pungent
choking smoke that I had got to know
so well. We ran out of the house gasp
ing for fresh air.
So, this was how my child was
killed? Could they have been the
same soldiers? Now hardened to'their
tasks? Or were they new ones being
hardened to their tasks? Did they
drive away laughing? Clearing paths
for their families? What paths?
And was this our home? It
couldn’t be. It had to be a little bird’s
nest waiting to be plundered by a
predator bird. There seemed no sense
to the wedding pictures on the walls,

the graduation pictures, birthday pic
tures, pictures of relatives, and paint
ings of lush landscapes. There
seemed no sense anymore to what
seemed recognizably human in our
house. It took only a random swoop to
obliterate personal worth, to blot out
any value there may have been to the
past. In desperation, we began to live
only for the moment. I do feel hunted.
It was on the night of the tear gas
that Buntu came home, saw what had
happened, and broke down in tears.
They had long been in the com ing...
My own tears welled out too.
-How much did we have to cry to
refloat stranded boats? I was sure
they would float again.
A few nights later, on the night of
the funeral, exhausted, I lay on my
bed, listening to the last of the mourn
ers leaving. Slowly, I became con
scious of returning to the world.
Something came back after it seemed
not tb have been there for ages. It
came as a surprise, as a reminder that
we will always live around what will
happen. The sun will rise and set, and
the ants will do their endless work, un
til one day the clouds turn gray and
rain falls, and even in the township,
the ants will fly out into the sky. Come
what may.
My moon came, in a heavy surge
of blood. And, after such a long time, I
remembered the thing Buntu and I
had buried in me. I felt it as if it had
just entered. I felt it again as it floated
away on the surge. I would be ready
for another month. Ready as always,
each and every month, for new begin
nings.
And Buntu? I’ll be with him, now.
Always. W ithout our knowing, all the
trying events had prepared for us new
beginnings. Shall we not prevail?

Njabulo S. Ndebele won the Noma Award of
Fools, a collection of short stories set in Charterson township: He currently is a lecturer in
African, Afro-American and English literature at
the University College of Roma, Lesetho.
Ndebele is an articulate critic of the cultural
oppression which succeeds colonialism and
has been called “possibly the most influential
figure in South African literary studies.” Death
of a Son first appeared in TriQuarterly 69,2020
Ridge Ave., Evanston IL 60208. Subscriptions
are $16 for one year.
Cecil Skotnes is a South African artist.
Mary Conway is a Twin Cities artist.
Connie Gilbert is a free-lance graphic designer
in the Twin Cities. Her unique, effective print
solutions have delighted and satisfied her
clients in growing businesses, the arts and edu
cation for over six years.
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duest Suites
Overnight Accommodations
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BASQUE
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OBRERO

HOTEL & RESTAURANT
IN THE BASQUE TRADITION

• 13 SUITES
FURNISHED IN OLD VICTORIAN STYLING
• PHONE & COLOR TV IN ALL SUITES
• CONTINENTAL BREAKFAST
• EACH SUITE
COMPLETE WITH
KITCHEN & BATH.
• CHILDREN ACCEPTED.
• ALL MAJOR CREDIT
CARDS ACCEPTED

(206) 385-6122
714 WASHINGTON AT QUINCY
PORT TOWNSEND, WA
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GALLERY
CONSTANCE A. LOWE

Each of my works gathers its individual
content as it evolves; choices of particular images and materials are provoked both by
specific worldly concerns and compelling emotional resonances. Physical and
psychological layering and fragmentation, marked by a play between the nameable
and the almost-nameable, create shifting tensions. These shifts thwart the logical
construction of specific meaning while creating junctures or openings through which
a viewer may intuitively and emotionally participate in the work.
The binding thread within my work as a whole is a wish to evoke a poignancy of
relationship, attachment, and conflict by suggesting both the desire for and the fu til
ity of reconciliation of diverse elements.

KATE HUNT

I work from a deeply personal level of intuition and response. I
am interested in the individual journey into the world: the Hero’s Journey. I am inter
ested in the interaction of power, vulnerability, and violence.
My sculpture has an assemblage approach. Currently, I am combining other
materials to the steel, both for the added content/imagery, and for the color inherent in
the additional materials. I feel at times a need for a more organic form which isn’t gen
erally found in steel; the color and contrast of bone, bronze, wood and stone com
bined with the rusted steel surface electrifies me, and seems a step beyond a more
traditional approach to steel sculpture.
I have a personal connection with all the found objects in my work— who gave or
sold them to me, where I found the objects, how they came to be included in my sculpture. These connec
tions let me into other people’s lives and experiences. When I’m back in my studio, the conscious and
unconscious memories of conversations, sights, sounds, smell, and emotions merge with my expe
riences, my past, and what I look to for my future. This merging is the crux of my work.
When the materials, personal connections, and memories converge, transformation occurs. Each
sculpture takes on its own life, emotional personae, and meaning. At times, my work speaks to myth and
sources of strength and guidance. In other sculptures, I give up-front visual form to those emotions we
rarely admit we have — rage, hatred, fear; the deep frustrations that evolve out of the inability to affect cir
cumstances and surroundings. It is within the silence of unresolved frustration that power, vulnerability,
and violence interact.

RICARDO BLOCK

The silence. The silence was the most unexpected
thing. All that I saw in Mexico City afterthe 1985 earthquake was a surprise. The scale
of everything was much greater than I had imagined. The devastation more wide
spread and diversethan I could have guessed. But.the silence of the city, after my eyes
had gotten used to all else, was the shock that has never gone away. It was the quiet of
a Sunday, day after day. Because the streets were blocked with rubble and there was
no traffic, because schools and businesses were closed, because people had left the
city and people were in mourning, the city lay like a beached whale in tropical siesta
time.
Then there was the dust. Everywhere. Millions of tons of concrete, pulverized and
airborne. People walked around with face masks, like displaced orderlies and nurses. People stood
around and waited. For the whereabouts of their loved ones. For housing. For water and food. For
medicine. For something to happen that would right it all.
The first days after the earthquake, the phone lines were in disarray, and communication with the
provinces and abroad impossible. Television became the beacon of people’s lives and deaths. An an
nouncer facing the camera read $ disordered litany of name after name—the names of those that had
survived and were sending messages out and the names of those that had died.

CURTIS HOARD

Page layouts by: Julie Baugnet

There are a number of issues that I am involved with in
my work that continue to excite and challenge me.
I have a love for sculptural form as well as painting. Therefore, making the twodimensional surface work with the three-dimensional form is a primary challenge.
How the painting works as the viewer moves about and around the piece never ceases
to engage me. The edge, compositionally, is always in flux in addition to the form be
ing transformed by the painting. I love it.
There is considerable content in the painting that revolves around a narrative
dealing with human experience. Primarily, the issues that develop in relationships
whether man and man, woman and man, the family, politics, or whatever.
I endeavor to create visual situations that allow the viewer to participate by bringing their own par
ticular baggage to my painting. I’m very interested in their perception and how their particular prejudice
effects my intention.
Lastly, I love the ceramic process and the uniqueness in color and form that can be achieved with
this process. It really is quite different than anything available in the material world.
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CONSTANCE A. LOWE
Cusp
Charcoal and pastel on paper
30"x40"
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CONSTANCE A. LOWE
Cusp
Charcoal and pastel on paper
30"x40"
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KATE HUNT
Dakota Echo

Steel and bone
78"x50"x18.5"
Photo by Steve Niedorf
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RICARDO BLOCK From the Terremoto Series
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CURTIS HOARD
Adios Mis Amigos
Ceramic
59"x26"x23"
Photo by Donovan Palmquist
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Ceramic
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FREE TRADE
THE GREAT DESTROYER

By David Morris
Illustrations by Chris Fieber
and David Hwang

ree trade is the re
ligion of our age.
With its heaven as
the planetary
economy, free trade comes
complete with comprehen
sive analytical and
philosophical underpin
nings. Higher mathematics
are used to prove its basic
theorems.

F

But in the final analysis, free
trade is less an economic strategy
than a moral doctrine. Although it
pretends to be value-free, it is funda
mentally value driven. It assumesthat
the highest good is to shop. It
assumes that mobility and change
are synonymous with progress. The
transport of capital, materials, goods
and people takes precedence over the
autonomy, the sovereignty and, ulti
mately, the culture, of our local com
munities. Rather than promoting and
sustaining the social relationships
that comprise a vibrant community
the free trade theology uses a narrow
definition of efficiency to guide our
conduct.

The Postulates
of Free Tradie
For most of us, the tenets of free
trade appear almost self-evident.
• Competition spurs innovation,
raises productivity and lowers prices.
• The division of labor allows
specialization, which raises produc
tivity and lowers prices.
• The bigger the production unit
the greater the division of labor and
specialization and thus the greater
the benefits.
Today this adoration of bigness
permeates all political persuasions.
The Undersecretary of the Trea
sury proposes creating 5 to 10 giant
U.S. banks. “ If we are going to be com
petitive in a globalized financialservices world, we are going to have
to change our views on the size of
American institutions,” he declares.
The vice chairman of Citicorp warns
us against “ preserving the heart
warming idea that 14,000 banks are
wonderful for our country” .
The New York Times editorial
izes against aiding struggling small
farmers because “ that would only
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retard the transition to efficient farm
size.” The liberal Harpers magazine
agrees, “ True, farms have gotten big
ger as has nearly every other type of
economic enterprise. They have done
so in order to take advantage of the
econom ies of scale o ffered by
modern production techniques.”
Democratic presidential adviser
Lester Thurow criticizes anti-trust
laws as an “ old Democratic concep
tion (that) is simply out of date.” He
argues that even IBM with $50 billion
in sales is not big enough in the global
marketplace. “ Big com panies do
sometimes crush small companies,”
Thurow concedes, “ but far better that
sm a ll A m erican co m p a n ie s be
crushed by big American companies
than that they be crushed by big
foreign companies.”
In These Times, which until
recently called itself an independent
socialist weekly, concluded “ Japa
nese steel companies have been able
to outcompete American steel com
panies partly by building larger
plants.”
• The infatuation with large
scale systems leads logically to the
next postulate of free trade: the need
for global markets. As Adam Smith,
the 18th century Scottish economist
and father of free trade, observed in
his classic book Wealth of Nations,
“ Specialization is limited by the ex
tent of the market.” Anything that
sets up barriers to ever-wider markets
reduces the possibility of specializa
tion and thus raises costs. Which
makes us less competitive.
• The last pillar of free trade is
the “ law of comparative advantage.”
Comparative advantage comes
in two forms: absolute and relative.
Absolute is the easiest to under
stand. Differences in climate and
n a tu ra l resources suggest that
Guatemala should raise bananas and
Minnesota should raise Walleyed
Pike.
Relative comparative advantage
is a less intuitive but ultimately a
much more powerful concept. As the
19th century British economist David
Ricardo, the architect of free trade
economics explained:
“ Two men can both make shoes
and hats and one is superior to the
other in both employments; but in
making hats he can only exceed his
competitor by one-fifth or 20 percent,
and in making shoes he can exceed
him by one-third or 33 percent—will it
not be for the interest of both that the
superior man should employ himself
exclusively in making shoes and the
inferior man in making hats.”
Thus even if one community can
make every product more efficiently
than another it should specialize only
in those items it produces most effi
ciently, in relative terms, and trade for
the others. Each community, and ulti
mately each nation, should specialize
in what it does best.
What are the implications of
these tenets of free trade?

That communities and nations
abandon self-reliance and embrace
dependence. That we abandon our
capacity to produce many items and
concentrate only on a few. That we
import what we need and export what
we produce.
Bigger is better. Competition is
superiorto cooperation. Material self
interest drives humanity. Depen
dence is better than independence.
These are the pillars of free trade. In
sum, we make a trade. We give up sov
ereignty over our affairs in return for a
promise of more jobs, more goods
and a higher standard of living.
The econom ic argum ents in
favor of free trade are powerful. Yet
for most of us it is not the soundness
of its theory, but the widely-promoted
idea that free trade is inevitable which
makes us believers. We believe that
economies, like natural organisms,
evolve from the simple to the com
plex, from the lower to the higher
phyla.
From the Dark Ages to city
states to nation states to the plane
tary economy, and soon, to space
manufacturing, history has system
atically unfolded. Free trade support
ers believe that trying to hold back
economic evolution is like trying to
hold back natural evolution. Trying to
take another developmental path is
viewed at best as an attempt to
reverse history and at worst as an un
natural and even sinful act—the eco
nomic equivalent of sodomy.
This kind of historical determin
ism has its own corollaries. We not
only move from simple to complex
economies. We move from integrated
economies to segregated ones, sep
arating the producer from the con
sumer, the farmer from the kitchen,
the power plant from the appliance,
the dump site from the garbage can,
the banker from the depositor and, in
evitably, the government from the citi
zenry. In the process of development
we separate authority and respon
sibility. Those who make the deci
sions are not those affected by the
decisions.
Just as homo sapiens is nature’s
highest achievement so the multi
national and supranational corpora
tion becomes our most highly evolved
econom ic anim al. The planetary
economy demands planetary institu
tions. The nation state itself begins to
disappear, both as an object of our af
fection and identification and as a
major actor in world affairs.
The planetary economy merges
and submerges nations. Yoshitaka
Sajima’ vice president of Mitsui and
Company, USA asserts, “ the U.S. and
Japan are not just trading with each
other anymore—they’ve become part
of each other.” Former Republican
Governor of Tennessee Lamar Alex
ander agreed when he declared the
goal of his economic development
strategy was “ to get the Tennessee
economy integrated with the Japa
nese economy.”
In Europe the Common Market
has grown from six countries in the
1950s to 10 in the 1970s to 12 today
and barriers between these nations
are rapidly being abolished. Increas
ingly there are no Italian or French or
German companies but only Euro
pean supra-corporation. The U.S. and
Canadian government just signed a
free trade agreement to merge our
two countries economically. North
ern Mexico is all but integrated into
the U.S. economy.
Promotion of exports is now
widely accepted as the foundation for
a successful economic development
program. Whether for a tiny country
like Singapore or a huge country like
the United States, we come to see ex
ports as essential to a nation’s
economic health.
Globalism commands our atten
tion and our resources. Our principal
task, we are told, is to nurture, extend
and manage emerging global sys
tems. Five nations now patrol the Per
sian Gulf to protect our oil pipelines.
Trade talks are on the top of every
body’s agenda, from Gorbachev to
Reagan. Political leaders strive to
devise stable systems for global

fin a n cia l m arkets and exchange
rates. The best and the brightest of
this generation use their ingenuity to
establish the planetary financial and
regulatory rules that will enable the
greatest flow of resources among na
tions with the least instability.
This emphasis on globalism re
arranges our loyalties and loosens
our neighborly ties. “ The new order
eschews loyalty to workers, products,
corporate structure, businesses, fac
to rie s , c o m m u n itie s , even the
nation” , the New York Times an
nounces. Martin S. Davis, chairman of
Gulf and Western declares, “ All such
allegiances are viewed as expend
able under the new rules. You can’t be
emotionally bound to any particular
asset.”
We are now all assets.

Even IBM with
$50 billion
in sales is not
big enough
in the global
marketplace.
Jettisoning loyalties isn’t easy.
But that is the price we believe we
must pay to receive the benefits of the
global village. Every community must
achieve the lowest possible produc
tion cost even when that means
breaking whatever remains of their
social contract, and longstanding
traditions.
Listen to Walter Joelson, chief
economist at General Electric, “ Let’s
talk about the difference in living
standards rather than wages. What in
the Bible says we should have a better
standard of living than others? We
have to give back a bit of it.-” Stanley J.
Mihelick, executive vice president for
production at Goodyear is even more
explicit, “ Until we get real wage levels
down much closer to those of the
Brazils and Koreas, we cannot pass
along productivity gains to wages
and still be competitive.”
Wage raises, environmental pro
tection, national health insurance,
lia b ility law suits — anything that
raises the cost of production makes
us more uncompetitive—threatens
our economy. We must abandon the
good life to sustain life itself. We are
in a global struggle for survival. We
are hooked on free trade.

The Doctrine
Falters
At this very moment in history,
when the doctrines of free trade and
globalism are so dominant, the absur
dities of globalism are becoming ever
more evident. Consider the case of
the toothpick and the chopstick.
A few years ago I was eating at a
Saint Paul restaurant. After lunch I
picked up a toothpick wrapped in
plastic. On the plastic was printed the
word, “ Japan” . Now Japan has little
wood and no oil. Yet it had become
e ffic ie n t enough in o ur g lo b a l
economy to bring little pieces of
wood and barrels of oil to Japan, wrap
the one in the other and send them to
Minnesota. This toothpick may have
travelled 50,000 miles.
But never fear, we are now retal
iating in kind. A Hibbing, Minnesota
factory now produces a billion dis
posable chopsticks a year, for sale in
Japan.
In my mind’s eye I see two ships
passing one another in the northern
Pacific. One carries little pieces of
Minnesota wood bound for Japan; the
other carries little pieces of Japanese
wood bound for Minnesota. Such is
the logic of free trade.
Nowhere is the absurdity of free
trade more evident than in the grim
plight of the Third World. Developing
nations borrowed money to build an
economic infrastructure in order to
specialize in what they do best and
thus expand their export capacity. To
repay these debts Third World coun
tries must increase their exports.
One result of this situation has
been a dramatic shift from producing
food for internal consumption to pro
ducing food for export. Take the case
of Brazil. Brazilian per capita produc
tion of basic foodstuffs (rice, black
beans, manioc, and potatoes) fell 13
percent from 1977 to 1984. Per capita
output of exportable foodstuffs (soy
beans, oranges, cotton, peanuts and
tobacco) jumped 15 percent. Today
some 50 percent of Brazil suffers
malnutrition. Yet one leading Bra
zilian agronomist still calls export
promotion, “ a matter of national sur
vival.” In the global village a nation
survives by starving its people.
What about the purported bene
fits of free trade such as higher stand
ards of living?
It depends on whose standard of
living you’re talking about. Inequality
between and in most cases, within,
countries has increased. Two cen
turies of trade has exacerbated dis
parities in world living standards.
According to Swiss economist Paul
Bairoch, per capita GNP in 1750 was
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a p p ro x im a te ly the same in the
developed countries as in the unde
veloped ones. In 1930 the ratio was
about 4 to 1 in favor of the developed.
Today it is 8 to 1.
Inequality is both a cause and an
effect of globalism. Inequality within
one country is a cause of globalism
because it reduces the number of
people with sufficient purchasing
power. Thus a producer must sell to
wealthy people in many countries to
achieve the scale of production
necessary to produce goods at a rela
tively low cost. Inequality is an effect
of globalism because export indus
tries employ few workers who earn
disproportionately high wages and
because developed countries tend to
take out more capital from Third
World countries than they invest in
them.
Free trade was supposed to im
prove our standard of living yet even
in the United States, the most devel
oped of all nations, we find that living
standards have been declining over
the last fifteen years. Most dramati
cally, according to several surveys,
we are now working almost half a day
longer today for lower real wages
than we were in 1970. Less leisure
time, less family, less community
time. If the present trend continues
we may have less leisure time in the
1990s than we had in the 1790s.

A New W ay
off Thinking
It is time to re-examine the valid
ity of the doctrine of free trade and its
corollary, the planetary economy. To
do so we must begin by speaking of
values. Human beings may be acqui
sitive and competitive but we are also
loving and cooperative. Several stud
ies have found that the voluntary, un
paid economy may be as large and as
productive as the paid economy.
There is no question that we have
converted more and more human rela
tionships into commercial transac
tions but there is a great deal of ques
tion as to whether this was a neces
sary or beneficial development.
We should not confuse change
with progress. Bertrand Russell once
described change as inevitable and
progress as problematic. Change is
scientific. Progress is ethical. We
must decide what values we hold
most dear and then design an eco
nomic system that reinforces those
values.

Reassessing
Free Trade’s
Assumptions
Let me review the basic assump
tions of free trade that I described at
the beginning of this talk, only this
time critically.
If price is to guide our buying,
selling and investing then price
should tell us something about effi
ciency. Efficiency should refer to the
amount of real world resources used
in making a product. We might mea
sure efficiency in terms of natural
resources—that is, by measuring the
amount of waste produced in convert
ing a raw material into a consumer or
industrial product. Or we might mea
sure efficiency in human terms, that
is, by measuring the amount of hours
it takes for a person to make a
product.
But price is no measure of effi
ciency. In fact price is no reliable
measure of anything. The prices of
raw materials, labor, capital, trans
portation and waste disposal are all
heavily subsidized. But today wage
rate inequities among comparably
skilled workforces can be as great as
30 to 1. This disparity overwhelms
even the most productive worker. An
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Am erican worker m ight produce
twice as much per hour as a Mexican
worker but is paid ten times as much.
In Taiwan for example, strikes
are illegal. In South Korea unions can
not be organized without government
permission. To all intents and pur
poses South Africa uses slave labor.
Many developing nations have no
minimum wage, maximum hours or
environmental legislation. As econ
omist Howard Wachtel notes, “ Differ
ences in product cost...that are due
to totalitarian political institutions or
re s tric tio n s on econom ic rights
reflect no natural or entrepreneurial
advantage... Free trade has nothing
to do with incomparable politicaleconomic institutions that protect in
dividual rights in one country and
deny them in another.”
The price of goods in developed
countries is also highly dependent on
subsidies. For example, we decided
early on that government should build
the transportation systems of the
country. The public, directly or in
directly, built our railroads, canals,
ports, highways and airports.
Heavy trucks do not pay taxes
sufficient to cover the damage they
do to roads. We provide water to Cal
ifornia farmers at as little as five per
cent of the going market rate. We pro
vide huge direct subsidies to cor
porate farmers. And we allow the
costs of agricultural pollution to be
picked up by the society as a whole.
And as an outcome of all this, we dis
cover it ischeapertogrow atom atoin
California and ship it to Minnesota or
Massachusetts. We are told it is a
result of California’s climatic advan-

Free trade
is the religion
o f our age.
tages. But if we withdrew all our sub
sidies it may very well be cheaper to
raise produce near the point of sale.
Prices don’t provide accurate
signals between nations nor do they
provide accurate signals within na
tions. We tend to confuse price and
cost. Price is what an individual pays,
cost is what the community as a
whole pays. For most of our eco
nomic programs there is an enor
mous disparity between the price of a
product or service to an individual
and the cost of that same product or
service to the society as a whole.
When the utility company want
ed to send electricity across some
one’s property and that someone
declined the honor we gave the
private utility governmental authority
to seize the land needed. This is ex
actly what happened in Western Min
nesota in the late 1970s. We argued
that bigger power plants produced
electricity cheaper than smaller ones
and therefore it was in the public in
terest to build these power lines. If we
had allowed landowners to refuse to
sell, the price of electricity would be
higher today but it would more accu
rately reflect the cost of that power.
Today sky-high transm ission
towers carry as much as 745,000 volts
o f e le c tric ity . Recent s c ie n tific
studies have found that children liv
ing near transm ission lines have
twice the incidence of cancer as chilcren living elsewhere. If this new
medical evidence leads to a number
of lawsuits on behalf of people living
near power lines, then utilities may
soon find it cheaper to dispense with
transmission lines and build power
plants at the user’s site. If this hap
pens then the price of electricity will
better reflect its cost.
A nother exam ple: We allow
planes to awaken us in the night or
make our children cry while eliminat
ing the authority of communities to
regulate flights and noise because we
consider the benefit of unrestricted
air transportation to outweigh any
damage to our health and sanity. By
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one survey, some 4 million people in
the United States suffer physical
damage due to airport noise. If com
munities were given the authority to
control noise levels by planes, as they
already control noise levels from
radios and motorcycles, the price of a
plane tic k e t w ould s ig n ific a n tly
increase—that is, it would become
more in line with its actual cost to
society.'
It is often hard to quantify social
costs. But that doesn’t mean they are
not significant. Remember urban
renewal? In the 1950s and 1960s we
levelled inner city neighborhoods to
assemble sufficient land area to re
build downtowns. Skyscrapers and
shopping malls arose, the property
tax base expanded and we con
sidered it a job well done. Later
sociologists and economists and
planners discovered that the seedy
areas we destroyed were not frag
mented, violence-prone slums but
more often were cohesive ethnic com
m unities where generations had
grown up and worked, where families
went to school and played. If we were
to put a dollar figure on the destruc
tion of homes, the pain of broken
lives, and the expense of relocation
and re-creation of community life we
may find that the city as a whole ac
tually lost money in the urban renewal
process. If we had used a full cost ac
counting system we never would have
undertaken urban renewal, even as
pretty as our skylines now appear.
It is not just urban areas that
have suffered from our refusal to
understand and count the social
costs of certain kinds of develop
ment. In 1944 Walter Goldschmidt,
working under contract with the
Department of Agriculture, compared
the economic and social character
istics of two rural California commu
nities that were alike in most respects
except one. Dinuba was surrounded
by family farms; Arvin, by corporate
farms. Goldschmidt found that Dinu
ba was more stable, had a higher
standard of living, more small busi
nesses, higher retail sales, better
schools and other community facili
ties and a higher degree of citizen par
ticipation in local affairs. The USDA
invoked a clause in his contract for
bidding him to discuss his findings.
The study was not made public for
alm ost 30 years. M eanwhile the
USDA continued to promote research
that rapidly transformed the Dinubas
of our country into Arvins. The farm
crisis we now suffer is the result of
this process.
How should we deal with this
price versus cost dilemma as a soci
ety? In most cases we can protect our
way of life from encroachment by the
global economy, achieve important
social and economic goals, and pay

about the same price for our goods
and services. In some cases we must
pay more, but we should remember
the higher prices may be offset by the
decline in overall costs. Consider the
proposed Save the Family Farm legis
lation, drafted by farmers and intro
duced in Congress by Iowa Senator
Tom Harkin. It proposes that farmers
limit production of farm goods nation
wide at the same time as the nation
establishes a minimum price for farm
goods that is sufficient to cover oper
ating and capital costs and provide
farm families an adequate living. The
law’s sponsors estimate such a pro
gram would increase the cost of agri
cultural products in the stores by
three to five percent. But this would
be more than offset by dramatically
reduced public tax expenditures
spent on farm subsidies. And this
doesn’t take into consideration the
benefits of a stable rural America—
including the reduced incidence of
fam ily violence and the influx of
jobless rural emigrants into already
suffering urban areas and the result
ing increased expenditures for medi
cal bills, food stamps, welfare.
Economists like to talk about
“ externalities.” The costs of job dis
location, rising family violence, com
munity breakdown, environmental
damage, cultural collapse are all con
sidered “ external.” External to what,
one might ask?
The theory of comparative ad
vantage itself is fast losing its credi
bility. Time was when technology
spread slowly. In northern Italy 300
years ago, stealing or disclosing the
secrets of silk-spinning machinery
was a crime punishable by death. At
the beginning of the industrial revolu
tion Britain protected its supremacy
in textile manufacturing by banning
both exports of machines and emigra
tion of men who knew how to build
and run them. A young British appren
tice, Samuel Slater, brought the in
dustrial revolution to the U.S. by
memorizing the design of the spin
ning frame and migrating here in
1789.
Today, technology transfer is
simple. According to Dataquest, a
market research firm, it takes only
three weeks after a new U.S.-made
product is introduced before it is
copied, manufactured, and shipped
back to the U.S. from Asia. So much
for comparative advantage.
Nations and communities still
differ on their inventive capacity and
managerial and organizational effi
ciency. These, however, are the kinds
of “ products” that are most easily
tra n sfe rre d via co m m unication s
lines. For example, Japanese-run fac
tories in the United States achieve
productivity and quality levels ap
proaching those in Japan. It is not the

American worker but the American
manager who is uncompetitive. A bet
ter way of doing things should con
tinue to be imported from abroad. But
that need not mean abandoning a na
tion’s own productive capacity. For
example, Du Pont holds the patent for
the plastic called PET that is used to
make more than 5 billion bottles
worldwide. But it does not manufac
ture the bottles, nor the resin from
which they are made nor even the ma
chines for making them. Instead it
licenses the technology. Such licens
ing of patented knowledge and man
agem ent te c h n iq u e s may w ell
become the basis for much of world
trade in the future.
We are able to import a better
idea from the other side of the world.
And we should pay for the privilege of
using it. The costs to society of doing
so are small. Especially when com
pared to the high qualitative and
quantita tive c o s ts ’ to society of
importing products and materials.
Which brings us to the issue of
scale. There is no question that when
I move production out of my base
ment and into a factory the cost per
item produced dramatically declines.
But when the factory increases its
output a hundredfold, production
costs don’t tend to decline much fur
ther. The vast majority of the cost
decreases are captured at fairly
modest production levels.
In agriculture, for example, the
USDA studied the efficiency of farms
and concluded, “ Above about $4050,000 in gross sales—the size that is
at the bottom of the end of medium
sized sales category—there are no
g re a te r e ffic ie n c ie s of s c a le .”
Another USDA report agreed, “ Me
dium sized family farms are as effi
cient as the large farms.”
H arvard P ro fe s s o r J oseph
Bain’s pioneering investigations in
the 1950s found the minimum effi
cient factory was often far smaller
than believed. And the factory could
be significantly reduced in size with
out bringing about major price in
creases. In other words, we might be
able to produce shoes for a region
rather than for the nation at about the
same price per shoe. And if we with-
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drew government subsidies to the
transportation system then locally
produced and marketed shoes might
a c tu a lly be cheaper than those
brought in from abroad.
M odern te c h n o lo g y m akes
smaller production plants possible.
For example, traditional float glass
plants produce 500-600 tons of glass
daily and cost $100 million to build.
New mini plants can produce about
250 tons per day for $40-50 million, the
same cost per ton making glass for
more localized customers.

The advent of programmable
machine tools may accelerate this
tendency. Fifteen years ago indus
trial engineers developed machine
tools that could be programmed to
reproduce a variety of shapes. Today
a typical Japanese machine tool can
make almost 100 different parts from
an individual block of material. What
does this mean? Erich Bloch, director
of the National Science Foundation,
believes manufacturing “ will be so
flexible that it will be able to make the
first copy of a product for little more
than the cost of the thousandth.” “ So
the ideal location for the factory of
the future” says Patrick A. Toole, vice
president for manufacturing at IBM,
“ is in the market where its products
are consumed.”
So in summary, when we analyze
the foundations of the free trade doc
trine in the light of present day
realities what do we find? Price is no
longer a reliable indicator of compar
ative efficiency. Comparative advan
tage has lost much of its validity.
Economies of scale are suspect. It
now appears that we could miniatur
ize our economies with little eco
nomic penalty. And we would have
the immeasurable benefit of preserv
ing our local c o m m u n itie s and
cultures.

The state of Minnesota may rep
resent an excellent laboratory to test
a new development path. Half our 4.5
million people live in an urban center,
a sim ilar demographic picture to
many developing and smaller na
tions. If we could achieve a balanced,
locally owned and mostly internallygenerated economy we would provide
a model for both the developed and
developing world.
I also want to stress that I’m not
preaching parochialism . Just the
opposite. Localism isn’t isolationism.
Progress comes from sharing the
fruits of invention. Robert Green In
gersoll, the great orator of the last
century, accurately described com
merce as “ the great civilizer. We
exchange ideas when we exchange
fabrics.” But today we need not ex
change ideas by exchanging fabrics.
We can exchange ideas directly. We
do not need a few traders travelling to
distant shores to bring back news.
We have news networks and many of
us can travel to d ista n t places
ourselves.
It would be difficult to prove that
the enormous expansion of planetary
trade in the last century or even in the
last twenty years has brought greater
understanding between religions and
cultures and races and nations. One
reason may be that much of the infor
mation that moves around the world
is useful to the planetary economy

but not to localities or small econo
mies. The data does not flow from
community to community but among
planetary corporations.
The sheer amount of information
thrown at us is astounding. But such
data does not inform us. For example,
when is the last time you learned from
the media of another culture that
does things in a better way than our
own does? In the United States there
is nothing more parochial than the
global village. We hear of England
when there is a sale at Harrod’s, of
Thailand when a hotel fire breaks out,
of Ethiopia when famine strikes.
Think about what we know of
Russia. We have grown up hating and
fearing Russia. We have spent a
trillion dollars since 1980 alone, large

ly to defend ourselves against Rus
sia. But what do we know about the
Russian people, her history, her
culture, her geography?
No, the planetary economy has
not brought us understanding.
A globe of villages could transfer
information horizontally, from com
munity to community. And in so doing
could pave the way for a new kind of
economy. Electronic highways are
q u ite d is t in c t fro m c o n c re te
highways.
Already one of the fastest grow
ing segments of our economy is com
puters, and one of the fastest growing
sub-segments of that industry is soft
ware. Although the development and
manufacture of computer chips re
quires relatively large organizations
and production facilities, the creation
and dissemination of software pro
grams such as VisiCalc or Hypercard
was done by a very small group and
via telephone lines.
In a globe of villages production
will be regionalized and planetary
trade will increasingly consist of elec
tronics, not materials; ideas, not
products.

A Globe
of Villages
Let me now explore the possibili
ties and strategies for a new kind of
world economy, one whose metaphor
would be a globe of villages, not a
global village. It would be a planetary
economy that emphasizes commu
nity and self-reliance. But not selfsufficiency. As biologist Russell
Anderson suggests, self-reliance is
“ the capacity for self-sufficiency, not
self-sufficiency itself.” It would give
us the capacity to survive if cut off
from suppliers by natural or man
made intervention. It encourages us
to maintain a diversity of skills within
our societies and to localize and
regionalize productive assets. It is a
strategy that welcomes “ foreign”
capital but not at the expense of local
ownership and promotes competition
but also encourages cooperation. It is
a society that promotes satisfaction
rather than consumption.
I should emphasize here that I
am not prom oting national selfreliance. The United States has by far
the largest domestic market in the
world. We are among the top nations
in population and size and natural re
sources. The United States could
easily be self-reliant and even selfsufficient. But doing so would provide
no lessons for a world where most
people live in small countries with
relatively few natural resources.
Thirty-four members of the United Na
tions have populations of below 1
million and another 31 have popula
tions of between 1 and 5 million.
The d o c trin e of local selfreliance if applied only to the United
States could easily degenerate into
what my British friends call “ local
selfish sufficiency.” The challenge is
to create an economy that allows us
to produce most of what we need
from our own local resources —
natural, human and capital— within
our more densely populated econo
mies. To do so would be to develop
the organizational forms and tech
nologies compatible with the needs
of much of the world. Consider for ex
ample that the country of El Salvador
has about the same population dens
ity as the Twin Cities metropolitan
area or that the municipal budget of
New York City is greater than the
gross national product of Chile. We
will always be blessed with the ad
vantages of a highly skilled work
force, widespread technical capacity,
and a peace that many countries can
only envy. But to develop a model for
the world we must concentrate on
m in ia tu riz in g our own n a tio n a l
economy.

I f present
trends continue
we may have
less leisure time
in the 1990s
then in the
1790s
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The Example
off Garbage
How might we move toward a
globe of villages? Consider how we
might apply the principles of what I
call “ the new localism” to a most
pressing local problem — garbage
management.
The garbage issue a fflic tin g
Minneapolis-St. Paul and other cities
teaches us important lessons. Com
munities literally changed the rules
governing waste disposal. We didn’t
run out of space for dumps. Rather we
closed down existing dumps and
refused to build new ones. We made a
political decision to internalize the
costs of disposal and in doing so we
substantially raised the price of dis
posal. In fact, the cost of garbage dis
posal has risen faster and further
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than did the cost of oil in the 1970s.
But our local and national offi
cials approached the garbage prob
lem with the analytical tools of the
planetary economy. They relied al
most exclusively on price with little
regard to cost. They developed no
values to guide their effort. They de
fined garbage as a disposal issue not
as an economic development oppor
tunity. They decided to embrace the
solution that appeared to demand the
least institutional or political change
and in so doing they decided to main
tain and nurture a bureaucratic and
regulatory system which itself is an
outgrow th of a different way of
thinking.
Above all our policym akers
embraced the fundamental import
export paradigm of the global village.
They chose to dispose of up to 80 per
cent of our garbage by burning it. By
doing so they voted to continue and
perhaps even expand our imports of
raw materials. They chose a process
that would result in the production of
toxic incinerator ash. Since their
citizens had refused to site conven
tional garbage dumps it was doubtful
they would agree to site a hazardous
waste dump. Thus policym akers
chose a technology whose product
would be dumped in remote areas.
By choosing com bustion we
chose to continue to separate the pro
ducer from the consumer.
We chose to make ourselves
even more dependent.
Now consider an approach to a
garbage policy that embraces the
concept of a globe of villages. One
that strengthens community by re
ducing imports and capturing the
maximum value from local resources.
One that emphasizes resource effi
ciency and expands the productive
capacity of the community.
The Twin Cities disposes of
some 2.5 million tons of human and
solid waste a year. Technically we
can recycle 75-80 percent of our
w aste stream . What w ould that
accomplish?
We would create many more
jobs. Based on Canadian studies, six
times as many jobs are created by
recycling than by landfilling. If a
similar ratio holds true for recycling
versus incineration the Twin Cities
would create 6000 additional jobs by
choosing recycling over combustion.

32

Clinton St. Quarterly—Spring, 1988

Most of these jobs would be attrac
tive for unskilled and semi-skilled
workers, that is, for the hard core
unemployed who represent such a
problem in our inner cities.
Cities that recover materials
avoid paying disposal costs. But the
real benefit to the local economy
comes from converting scrap into
useful products; processing alumi
num into ingots and paper into pulp,
and making ingots into bicycles and
pulp back into paper. How far a com
munity can go in this direction is a
function of its size and density, in
dustrial mix and political will. The
Twin Cities could go quite far.
Take the example of scrap tires,
a small but troublesome waste item.
Every American throws away the
equivalent of one 20-pound tire a year.
Tires have a nasty habit.of resurfac
ing years later. Tire dumps have
caught on fire and burned for months.
The stagnant water in tires is a pri
mary breeding ground for m os
quitoes. As a result of all these fac
tors Minnesota banned land disposal
of tires two years ago.
Tires can be shredded and
burned but that captures only the
direct energy value, maybe a penny a
pound at today’s oil prices. Tires
shredded into even finer pieces can
be added to road asphalt and be sold
for a few pennies more. But the real
benefit comes when the scrap is con
verted into a valuable final product.
A Minneapolis based firm has
developed a liquid polymer that can
be added to pulverized tires which
allows the scrap tire to compete with
products made from virgin rubber and
with plastics. In March 1987 the first
plant using this process opened in
Babbitt. Its product sells for about 50
cents a pound and is used in a com
pound for car door panels and plastic
garbage cans.
For the Twin Cities the cost of
tire disposal in 1985 was about $4
million. If all tires could be recovered,
treated and sold for 50 cents a pound
theTwin Cities would avoid almost all

of its disposal costs and create a new
industry with $20 million in sales.
That industry, and associated ones
(one Ohio firm moved to Babbitt to be
near its primary materials supplier)
would create higher paying jobs.
Moreover they would add to the re
search and development foundation
of the area. The tire process is
patented and can be licensed for use
by other communities who would
gladly pay for the benefits it would
bring. We would then begin trading
knowledge generated in the process
of discovering new ways to make us
more self-reliant.
Tire recycling is just now taking
off. But we already have an intriguing
glimpse of our decentralized indus
trial future in the steel industry. Twen
ty years ago the only steel m ill
technology available used iron ore
and huge amounts of energy. One to
two m illion tons per year was and is
still considered the minimum e ffi
cient plant scale using this tech
nology.
But in the mid 1970sthe mini-mill
was invented. Today’s mini-mills use
far less energy and water per ton pro
duced. They rely on scrap steel. And
they have captured 20 percent of the
market. With each technical advance
the industry is able to compete with a
greater variety of products manufac
tured by conventional mills.
The average mini-mill produces
about 200,000 tons a year and com
pete with conventional m ills ten
times its size. Oh yes, one more thing.
Seven years worth of scrap steel is
sitting in our driveways and our
junkyards while our consumption of
steel has remained stable over the
last decade as we learn to do more
with less and as other materials like
plastics and aluminum replace it.
We can now imagine an almost
closed-loop future— mini-mills rely
ing on local scrap piles to produce for
regional customers. We are moving
toward E.F. Schumacher’s ideal:
“ local production from local re
sources for local use.”

The
Carbohydrate
Economy
We may reduce by up to 80 per
cent the amount of raw materials we
might need to import but we will al
ways need imports. Nevertheless the
materials of the future may still be
local.
Which leads me to the story of
chemurgy, a fascinating part of our
history. Directly after World War I
midwestern farmers faced problems
that seem fam iliar today. Demand
fell, prices collapsed and bankrupt
cies surged while agricultural produc
tion continued to rise. A group of
scientists, engineers and business
leaders gathbred to discuss a way out
of this dilemma. They concluded that
farmers needed to look beyond the
human stomach as their sole market.
In 1936,300 leaders gathered for
the first meeting of the Farm Chemurgic Council. Their objective was to
develop industrial uses for farm
crops. Members included Henry Ford
and George Washington Carver. By
1941 Henry Ford was ready to unveil
his biological car. The body was made
of a soybean-derived plastic, as were
the seat covers and the steering
wheel. The fuel was corn-derived
ethanol. The tires were made from
goldenrods. Ford firm ly believed that
after World War II we would grow our
cars.
After the war, however, the price
of oil dropped. The Marshall Plan
opened up export markets for Amer
ican farmers. Federally supported
programs in chemurgy all but disap
peared. Carbohydrate science with
ered on the vine, so-to speak, while
hydrocarbon science took off.
Today chemicals and fuels made
from plant matter are not competitive
with those from fossil fuels. Yet the
price difference narrows consider
ably when we take into account the
overall cost of the alternatives. Today
we are spending about $50 a barrel to
defend our access to mid East oil. At
that price, fuels made from plant mat-

We confuse
price and cost.
Price is what
an individual
pays. Cost is
what the
community as a
whole pays.
ter are competitive. The pollution
costs of burning fossil fuels have still
not been internalized into their prices.
And we know that fifteen years from
nowthe United Stateswill have all but
exhausted its domestic petroleum
reserves.
Moreover we are spending $20
billion in subsidiesto American farm
ers, primarily paying them not to
grow. We could spend less money
more wisely by creating new markets
for materials made from farm prod
ucts than by paying our farmers not to
produce or to store their surplus.
Imagine a chemical and fuels in
dustry based on cellulose, botanochemical plants replacing petro
chemical plants. Unlike petroleum,
plant matter is bulky and hard to
tra n sp o rt. Thus botanochem ical
plants will probably be much smaller
and more dispersed than petrochem
ical facilities. By onecalculation Min
nesota would need about half a
dozen.

The key point here is that we can
begin today in using the paradigm of
a globe of villages to solve immediate
social problems. We need not be dis
counted as Utopians, selling a vision
of a far off and unattainable perfect
future.

A New Future
I conclude with the wisdom of
John Maynard Keynes, the English
economist,- “ I sympathize with those
who would maximize, economic en
tanglement among nations. Ideas,
know ledge, science, h o s p ita lity ,
travel—these are the things which
should of their nature be interna
tional. But let goods be homespun

We must
abandon the
good life to
sustain life
itself We are
hooked on
free trade.
whenever it is reasonably and con
veniently possible and, above all, let
finance be primarily national.”
When we abandon our ability to
produce for ourselves, when we sep
arate authority from responsibility,
when those affected by our decisions
are not those who make the deci
sions, when the cost and the benefit
of doing things are not part of the
same equation, when price and cost
are no longer in harmony, we jeopar
dize our security and our future.
You may argue that free trade is
not the cause of all our ills. Agreed.
But free trade as it is preached today
nurtures and reinforces many of our
worst problems. It is an ideological
package that promotes ruinous poli

cies. And most tragically, as we move
further down the road to giantism,
and planetism and dependence we
make it harder and harder to back up
and take another path. If we lose our
s k ills , our productive base, our
culture, our traditions, our natural
resources, if we erode the bonds of
personal and fam iliar responsibility,
it becomes evermore difficult to re
create community. It is very, very hard
to put Humpty Dumpty backtogether
again.
Which means we must act now.
The unimpeded m obility of capital,
labor, goods and raw materials is not
the highest social good. We need to

challenge the postulates of free trade
head on, to preach a different philoso
phy, to embrace a different strategy.
There is another way. But to make it
the dominant way we must change
the rules, indeed, we must change our
own behavior. And to do that requires
us not only to challenge the emp
tiness of free trade but to promote a
new idea: economics as if community
matters.

David Morris, a St. Paul resident,
is d ire c to r o f the W a shington
D.C.-based Institute forSelf-Reliance
and c o lu m n is t fo r the St. Paul
Pioneer-Press Dispatch.
© 1988, Institute fo r Local SelfReliance. This was originally given as
a speech to the Progressive Round
Table on Jan. 16, 1988.
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THE LIGHTER SIDE O F BEING

PARALYZED FOR LIFE
CARTOONIST J O H N C A L L A H A N HIGHLIGHTS SO M E O F HIS
EXPERIENCES AS A QUADRIPLEGIC

34

One evening in 1972, a friend and I decided
to go out for an evening of fun...

We ended the evening by driving his Volks
wagen into a billboard at 90 miles an hour.
(Looking back on it, I kind of wish we hadn’t
done this.)

In the ambulance, the attendant answered all
my questions...

In the intensive care unit too, the doctor was
tactful in giving me the prognosis.

At the rehabilitation center, therapists
supplied me with the latest in adaptive
equipment.

I experienced the typical depression and
longed for the days before my injury when I
was a useful contributor to society.

During rehabilitation, I learned many useful
things, like how to move from my wheelchair
into bed and vice versa...

One day, in a moment of depression, I
sneaked out and went to a faith healer...

Finally, the day came when I was released
from the rehab, center, and I was introduced
to the highly-trained attendant with whom I
would share an apartment...

The live-in attendant and I spent many
productive hours together in our apartment
in Los Angeles.

We had special equipment installed, like a

After a few months of slowly rebuilding my
self-confidence, I tentatively resumed my
social life...
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...And after a yvhile began to achieve some
success in the world of romance.

I developed some new techniques for starting conversations...

Lx c

a. batterv)

...And after a while my life became

Of course, one of the problems of being in a wheelchair isn’t the fact that you’re in it, but
that people react to you in the weirdest ways...

A couple of years ago I decided to get
serious about my cartooning and began
selling them to local and then national
publications.

Here are a few of them.

’’Hello, Bill? Alice and I were wondering if you and June would care to join
us tonight for a little escape from reality through drugs and alcohol"

Of course, even though I enjoy being a
cartoonist, my life isn’t always a bed of

These days I’m content to roam the streets
of Portland looking for new cartoon ideas
and meeting new people. If you see me, say
hello, and if you’d like, offer a few critical
comments about my w ork...
The phychiatrist helped me to see that being in a wheelchair isn’t so bad —
there are even certain advantages...

I.

happen -fr ba
’ntst, you're
Loa.^nQi youVa a.
•AoL to .
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By Sharon Doubiago
■

Illustration by Stuart Mead
Design by Gail Swanlund
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We move to Angel the first of April, three
weeks before my thirteenth birthday. On Fri
day night I stay with Sarah. Her twelfth
birthday. Our last night together. I’m full of
anguished love for her. I don’t want to move.
She is so beautiful. Her long legs, her thick
blond hair, the depth of her being I fall into.
She has pubic hair, the first person my age I
know of, other than myself. In the sixth
grade she was the smartest kid in school. I
was second smartest. In the seventh
we entered enormous Rancho Los
Amigos Junior High School and be
came lost from each other. This night
we come back together, renew the
bonds of our souls. We vow to always
know each other. We still do.
On Monday afternoon my broth
er, sister and I are enrolled in the
fourth, sixth and seventh grade
classes of the Angel schools. Los
Am igos Junior High in the Los
Angeles School District had three
thousand kids, El Angel Junior High
has one hundred. Do they wear lip
stick here in the seventh grade? Will
they get the wrong idea because I do?
I don’t dare go without it now, I’m so

plain. The principal, Mr. Nordahl,
looks across his glasses from Bridgit
to me and says, “ Good!” His eyes fall
, to my breasts, the same size as my
mother’s. They’ve been growing since
I was nine. “ You, my dear, will be our
Miss Angel when you are sixteen.”
“ And Bridgit, I see that you are
the brain of the two.” He looks up
from her records. She is eleven, two
years ypunger than I, but only a year
behind in school because in the sec
ond grade her I.Q. registered 182. She
doesn’t have breasts yet. “ We can
use you, too.”
Then he focuses on my little
brother. “ I see, Jasoh, that you have
neither brains nor beauty,” He makes
________ i ____ ■
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a funny sound w ith his tongue.
“ What’s a fellow gonna do with two
older sisters like these?”
We leave Jason in the fourth
grade, the teacher looking like the
witch who ate the little brother. “ Can’t
read? Jason, you could be with me for
years.”
Then the four of us follow the
principal through the dust of the play
ground over the dry arroyo that
separates the elem entary school
from the row of four classrooms that
constitutes El Angel Junior High
School. At the end of this day, on the
bus ride home to Olive Hill, I will hear
how last week a seventh grader raped
a first grader in this arroyo. “ I hope
Jason will be okay,” Mamafrets. This
annoys Daddy and the principal.
I’m afraid, my body too large
around us. Mr. Nordahl and our par
ents disappear into Mr. Silverman’s
sixth grade class, leaving me and
Bridgit in the open corridor looking
out on the desert. We will learn later
that Mr. Silverman is the smartest
man in Angel. Also the cruelest and
most evil. His greatest disgust is
dumb kids. He persecutes them. He’s
Russian and that’s probably why he’s
hated. Now I see that he may have
been Jewish, but that was a concept I
didn’t encounter until I was an adult
so I can’t say for sure.
“ In this school,” Bridgit sudden
ly announces, her voice echoing
down the hall. “ I am not going to be
smart. I am going to be average. From
now on, I will get Cs.”
I look at my sister alarmed. I die
in humiliation, in the prison of my
limitations. My mind seems capable
of learning anything, but my ability to
move myself into the world is so
blocked.
“ Why?”
“ Because,” she says very firmly.
“ Boys don’t like smart girls.”
Suddenly, Mr. Silverman appears
at the door. The longest eyebrows I’ve
ever seen. At least two inches, shin
ing silver in the sunlight as if coated
with vaseline, like I use to thicken my
eyelashes. They stick straight out
from his forehead, shading his deep
set, gleaming, silver eyes.
“ Welcome, Bridgit.” He shakes
her hand as if she’s a man. “ I see here
from your records that you are a
brilliant student. My class is most for
tunate to have such a student come
along at this time. Welcome to El
Angel Sixth Grade.”
And the door slams, taking my
little sister, newly embarked on the
road to averagedom, enveloped in the
brilliant Mr. Silverman’s arms, with it.
My sister and I usually have the
same perceptions of the world but I
don’t understand her declaration that
boys don’t like smart girls. All my life I
will think they only like perfect girls.
The most beautiful, the smartest, the
most graceful, the kindest.
The principal and my parents
leave me at the door of the seventh
grade. So I walk in. All eyes turn.
Three or four whistles crack the air,
wolf whistles, cat calls, the boys out
of their seats, leaping from their
desks. Is she stacked! The teacher,
Mrs. Williams, is meek, bored, unin
terested, ill or something. I keep hear
ing an obscenity I’ve only heard
hissed from Peeping Toms in LA, or
read on the walls at Paramount. Fuck.
One boy, taller than me,4s balanced
on one hand, swinging around the top
of his desk, screeching whee-wheewheel Another is on top of Mrs.
W illiam ’s desk chanting Blondie!
Blondie! Blondie! I stare at the lino
leum in front of me w hile Mrs.
Williams announces my name over
the din. The white dark-stained thing
lying at my feet is a used Kotex. She
leads me to the desk next to the mon
key boy, who is now moving an un
peeled banana back and forth in his
mouth singing my favorite song, I am
the great pretender. The girls stare at
me, still and sullen. One growls as I
walk by her. After I sit down a condom
blown up like a balloon shoots across
the room, hits me in the face then
lands on my desk, deflated, saliva,
snot or something spilling out of it.
Everyone roars with laughter. “ It’s a
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Everyone in town says I will be Miss Angel when I’m
sixteen. “ You’re the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” the
grocer says the first time I shop in his store. Wherever I go
someone says this. I want to hide. They want something .
from me.
rubber,” the fat girl in front of me
whispers. There’s a motherly tone in
her voice. She tells me not to worry.
“ It’s just a joke.” When the bell rings
for recess she says “ Stick with me. I’ll
protect you.” In those last cruelest
months of seventh grade, Judy is my
only friend.

£—

a

veryone in town says I will be
Miss Angel when I’m sixteen.
“ You’re the most beautiful
girl I’ve ever seen,” the grocer says
the first time I shop in his store.
Wherever I go someone says this. I
want to hide. They want something
from me. I would give it if I could, but
when they look closely they see the
truth. Then I’m just a big disap
pointment. Worse than that because
I’ve aroused their hopes. “Sm ile!"
they beg. “ You’re too serious,” they
complain. It’s hard. Nobody can see
their own face. You can’t see yourself
walking down the street.

Bridgit and I attend the Miss
Angel Beauty Pageant held in El
Angel Theatre, which is owned by a
man named Hugh Hefner. Everyone
know s his name because from
Angel’s sister theatre in Escondido,
eighteen miles down the mountain,
he has just launched a new girly
magazine, Playboy. Now he’s moved
back to Chicago and the Angel
Theatre is in disrepair. The glamorous
high school girls parade in bathing
suits across the stage beneath the
screen, which in the glaring spotlight,
is torn, has coke and beer stains. We
eat popcorn and agree on the girl we
think the most beautiful. But she
doesn’t even place. The winner is Pat
Dawson. In our few weeks in Angel we
already know about her. She’s the
school whore. Judy explains, “ Out-qf-

town judges don’t know reputations
or real personalities.”
It’s our first experience with a
small-town scandal. All Pat’s term the
whole town chokes and gags about
the whore Miss Angel. My mother,
however, uses Pat as one of her ex
amples in her on-going lectures about
the great and secret power, the power
of positive thinking. We are all in the
car, Jason who has just failed fourth
grade sitting between me and Bridgit,
driving around the hills, exploring, as
we always do on Sundays. Mama and
Daddy are telling us again. “ Jason
could learn to read if he put his mind
to it.”' “ Of course Pat’s not beautiful.
Anyone can see that.” We all laugh
with Daddy. “ But forthat night, forthe
purpose of winning the Miss Angel
contest, she thought herself beauti
ful. And so she won.”
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The winners of all the small-town
contests in San Diego County pro
ceed to the big contest, the Miss
Fairest of the Fair Contest at the Del
Mar Fair. The winner of this contest
then enters the Miss California Con
test. Because I’m told that this con
test is my destiny and that if I think
myself beautiful enough, if I work
hard enough for the next three years I
will be Miss California and then Miss
America and then Miss Universe, I
follow the contests in the paper. I
know it is true, as my mother says, all
I need is to want it badly enough. It
doesn’t matter that I’m really ugly.

£-
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It is June, my first in Angel, in the
country. The temperature hovers in
the mid eightys. Most days are over
cast, breaths of steam rising off the
giant boulders. I descend the path
through the sagebrush, down over the
granite slabs that cover half the hill,

down to Olive Road, the one olive tree
shaking insecurely like a grey old man
on a cane in the sunset. The smell of
the sage and the granite is pungent,
wild. As the sun goes down, the full
moon rises. I hate Angel. I long for
asphalt, traffic lights, city kids. My
parents took me from my birthplace:
they took me from Sarah. They say
over and over it was too dangerous.
They were afraid of the Friday mari
juana raids on the lockers at Los
Amigos. They were afraid when Linda
Allen had a baby at twelve. I keep try
ing to tell them it’s wilder in Angel, the
boys in my class are already alcohol
ics, they think only of sex. I can’t con
vince them. My parents think people
in the country are innocent.
The rocks, as I walk down in the
twilight to get the evening paper,
breathe and twist and discover me.
When they do this I lose who I am, I
lose my hatred to a beauty that’s
turned arotind from all I’m being told
is beautiful. The smell of the land is
stark like courage. I don’t want to be
Miss Angel. I want to be this road I’m
walking now, this sudden drop from
Olive, down past Giant’s Grave, the
mound-shaped hill Mama always
says she could make disappear if she
had as much faith as a grain of
mustard seed, if you have faith the
mountain shall be removed, nothing
shall be impossible, and then she’d
have a view of town. Down around the
tight snake-loops curling the spilled
granite, past Mrs. Henderson’s, a
woman who lives alone in the grove of
pepper trees. Why are old women who
live alone frightening? I’m bored, I
know so much more than anyone
wants me to know but there’s nothing
to do with my knowledge. The sage,
not so thick as on the hill, but more
fierce, seems in need of me, a need
which as I pass is less and less. At the
paved crossroads, a mile from the
house, I get the newspaper from the
mailbox.
MISS LA JOLLA WINS MISS
FAIREST OF THE FAIR! Her photo
graph is in the left-hand corner of the
front page of the San Diego Tribune.
She is at the center of her royal court,
a dark girl in a white ruffle gown. Her
princesses surround her. Pat is not
one of them. Her name is Raquel
Tejada. She is seventeen apd a senior
at La Jolla High School.
I start the climb back in the hot
twilight. Venus, the one star I know, is
setting; the full moon, though it is still
not dark, is rising behind my shoulder,
behind Ramona, the granite woman
lying as the mountain horizon who
will rise again they say, and with her,
the Indians, whose land this is. Be
hind her, Mexico, always purple,
when visible. And Raquel. Raquel
Tejada. The Queen.
I’ve been studying the photo
graphs of beauty queens but they
keep meshing into the same woman.
This photograph is different. A white
rose behind her ear, her long dark
curly hair. I wonder who she really is.
Is she like Pat? Is she a real queen?
The photograph pulls me like the sage
pulls me. I’m thirteen, I’m awakening
in the deepest part of myself to the
world, what it wants, what it thinks,
sage, soil, rocks, sky, people, society,
stars. I’m trying to understand the
politics of beauty, how it works, the
steps: from here you must go there to
be acclaimed the Fairest. The path is
open to me if I want to take it, my
mother’s instructions in the power of
positive thinking is a great advan-'
tage, but I’m in excruciating pain for
my ugliness, my ugliness greater than
my faith, ugly, ugly as an old witch.
Sometimes I catch myself in the bath
room mirror and I am beautiful, like
the body of Marilyn Monroe on the
calendar that hung over Daddy's
workbench in the garage in Los
Angeles. Sometimes I catch myself in
the bathroom mirror, climbing out of
the tub, and I am an ugly old woman,
uglier than Snow White’s cruel step
mother. At school I read The National
G eographic. The C hinese bind
women’s feet, the Ubangi’s stretch
their lips, the West Africans stretch
their necks, the Incas their earlobes.
Some people make scars on their

bodies to be beautiful, and tattoos,
and some people think fat is beauti
ful. One day you wear a flannel shirt
and they don’t see you. You can stand
a long time in the grocery line before
he waits on you. The next day you
walk in wearing the clothes you’ve
bought from your first job, your new
lipstick, or you can just laugh in your
old flannel in such a way that the
grocer will be rude to the middle-aged
man in front of you, or anyone, your
mother, the school principal. It is so
clearly a game, one all people in their
choice of being ugly, beautiful or in
between, must know. But then there’s
my mother, so beautiful, but so apart
from this game. She does nothing to
be beautiful. She just is, herself, what
she is, no exaggeration, no effort to
exist outside herself. Is there real
beauty, I keep wondering, apart from
what we learn? Is there real ugliness?
In the moonlight Raquel Tejada’s
features are hardly visible. It’s not her
beauty I’m fascinated by. There’s
something in the photograph itself.
When I get back to the house I study
the picture in the dining room light.
addy builds a redwood drivein stand. He designs and con
structs it himself. Everyone
in Angel says we’re fools, we’ll
succeed. But we have positive think
ing, we open on a day in August, El
Angel’s Heavenly Hamburgers. Nine
teen cents. We’re a success! The
drive-in is on the south end of town
within a grove of old eucalyptus
trees, instantly, the teenage hang
out, the tourist stop. The tourists
driving up from San Diego on a Sun
day to see the mountains, in fall the
colors, in winter the snow, in spring
the wild flowers. I don’t know why
they come in summer, in the unbear
able heat. But they do.
The first day. I’m nervous, selfconscious. What if we are fools, no
one comes by? The Pepsi man is in
stalling the tanks. He keeps staring
up from the floor at me. My father is
sulking behind him, scraping down
the new grill. I’m wearing my new
white waitress uniform, my redcheckered apron. The Pepsi man
tells me of his son. He’s 26, he’s
already a regional manager for Pepsi
in San Diego. “ I think you’d be
perfect for him. Would it be alright if I
give him your phone number?”
Daddy explodes. “ She’s only
thirteen years old, man!”
It’s always like this. Working at
the drive-in, I came in contact with all
sorts of men, not just the junior high
boys who make me so uncomforta
ble. Even when we are much older
these particular boys make me ner
vous. They come to the window and
sneer, “ What’s so hot about her'?”

D

I swim every day between
seventh and eighth grades in the
small public plunge in Ramona Park.
When I climb out of the water to dive
there is always a great uproar from
the boys so I learn to stay in the
water. Just as I did when I was five I
pee right in it.
Sometimes older guys building
the house across the street, or the
road, or the park, stand outside the
chain-link fence staring that strange
way at me, calling for me to get out
of the water. Walking down the hill
after swimming all day, through the
orleanders and eucalyptus they are
hiding in the bushes with their pants
down. Playing w ith their s tiff
penises, which fascinate them. “ Hey,
Blondie, look at th is !” Once, inside
the dark, damp ladies bathroom in
the center of the park a sweaty man
without a shirt grabs me. I get away
and never go in that place again, no
matter how badly I have to pee, but I
will feel his wet shoulders in my
nightmares forever.
But sometimes I enjoy the atten
tion. I study myself in the mirror of
the dressing room. I can see it is true,
I have a beautiful body. Sometimes I
want men to see it. It seems to make
them happy. And sometimes, deep
inside, my body is thrilled to be walk

ing by them. My body makes me
happy.
Toward the end of summer
Ramon is often in the pool. Our legs
touch, then wrap around each
others’. We slip below the surface.
We sink beneath their jeers, are you
blind, Blondie, can’t you see he’s an
Indian? He kisses me with his warm,
wet tongue. There is nothing like the
compulsion I feel toward him under
neath the water. Only if I look at him
in a certain way do I see he’s an In
dian and then I love him even more.
In him I know beauty no one has told
me of.

When you are told you are
beautiful, you know that you are ugly.
Women considered beautiful are
always the most insecure. You are
valued as an object but you know
only too well the ways you are flesh
and blood and mind and spirit, the
ways you cannot satiate a lonely,
materialistic world.
My shoulders slump. Everyday
Mama says, “ Hold your shoulders
up, honey. What are you ashamed
of? You have beautiful breasts.”
Orlon sweaters and straight
skirts are the fashionable clothes. To
nevercompensate for my bad posture,
which I can’t seem to help, and to not
disappoint those who seem to gain
so much pleasure from my tits, I
stick them out when I wear one,
when they yell “sweater girl.” By the
end of the day I’m exhausted, the
strain on my diaphragm. I can’t
breathe. So I wear something unre-

Sometimes I catch myself
in the bathroom mirror and
I am beautiful, like the
body of Marilyn Monroe on
the calendar that hung over
Daddy’s workbench in the
garage in Los Angeles.
Sometimes I catch myself
in the bathroom, climbing
out of the tub, and I am an
ugly old woman, uglier than
Snow White’s cruel step

“ You are too beautiful for
your age,” the President of
the Board of Education
says when I enter the
essay-speech contest on
democracy to win a trip to
the United Nations in New
York City. My grade on the
essay on which our names
are not printed is fifteen
points higher than the
skinny undeveloped boy
who wins.
for months. I will never wear a
sweater again. Though they are my
best clothes, though they are the
wonderful fashion.

Daddy teaches me to drive.
Swimming, learning to drive. I can’t
get a license until I’m sixteen, but
because they’re always working at
the drive-in they let me take the car
home and back for errands. As long
as I take the back roads. I love being
in the car alone. Now the waves are
of freedom, of exploration. I take twowheel-rutted dirt paths off the back
roads, back into the hills among the
giant boulders, onto the reserva
tions, into places of Angel I never
knew before, rock ’n’ roll blaring from
San Diego. I come to flash streams
running across the road. I plunge
right in and pull out the other side.
When the water stops me, my par
ents’ Ford stuck midstream, I wade
out, walk home all night in the dark.
I’m afraid but curious too about the
land, the canyons and valleys, the
mountains and rocks and dams. The
night. I feel the coyotes, the moun
tain lions, the jack rabbits watching
me. I’m afraid of the oak trees
because tarantulas nest under them.
But then when I touch the gnarly
trunk I know every person who has
passed here through all time. Some
times I know I am the first to place
her foot on this rock. When I finally
get home Daddy screams and
screams. I’m grounded for weeks.

mother.
To graduate from eighth grade
vealing for a week. “ Hold your shoul
in California, to get into high school,
ders up!” everyone yells. “ You are
every student must pass a history
beautiful, can’t you see that?” But
test with emphasis on the Constitu
the opposite is always the truth.
tion of the United States. I’m terrified
of another public humiliation. For the
amon has to talk to me. “ It’s
whole year I study. I buy NO-Doz pills
important.” We hide in the
and stay up nights studying under
dusty arroyo where the sev
the
enth grader raped the first grader. I’m blanket so my parents won’t see.
the light. My class is noted for its
wearing my baby blue sweater I
high number of intelligent students.
worked weeks at the drive-in for. “ It’s
At the end of the year, when the
hard to tell you this,” he says, look
scores come back from the state, I’m
ing down the rocky cut where it goes
told I passed. Everyone is raving
under the road. “ Let’s go down
about Neal Hopkins, one of the three
there.”
boys in my class with genius I.Q.s,
We can hear the cars rumble
how high his score is, one of the
over us. I’m afraid of the rattle
highest in the state. His picture is in
snakes. But his hands are on my
the El Sol. On the day of graduation, I
breasts, his penis against me. At first
see the scores. Mine is a half point
I resist. At night I pray to resist. I
beneath his. I was a close second. I
know this is wrong. But then the tide
don’t understand why no one said
starts deep and back inside, wildlyanything about it. My speech for
building waves that make life worth
graduation is called “ Freedom.”
all the pain, that has to crash on the
shore. Even so I don’t let Ramon
C.
enter me.
He’s helping me to hook my bra
I write my first stories in the
when he says, “ It’s Eddie who says I
eighth grade. I write science fiction. I
have to tell you this. For your own
write a story about a beauty contest
good.” He sighs, then angrily grabs
called “ Universe,” an outer-space
me by the shoulders. “ Why, when
competition of creatures from all.the
you wear sweaters, do you stick your
galaxies, creatures of bizarre and
tits out so far? Don’t you know
spectacular shapes and sizes. I don’t
everyone laughs at you? The guys
call it Miss Universe, because in the
can’t stand you for it. They say you’re
universe such a competition would
cheap, you’re teasing them.”
not be limited to one or even several
I want to die, lie down in the gut
genders and of course it wouldn’t be
ter, let the rattlesnakes have me. I
limited to the unmarried. It’s clear to
can’t even let Ramon know, my pride
me that these are provincial ideas of
is so devastated, I have to hang onto
the little part of Earth I live on. Miss
something. The waves of shame, of
Earth this year is a deer. She com
public humiliation wash through me
petes with enormous star-shaped

R

flow er creatures, fla irin g mole
shapes, a beast from Revelations,
kings like strange fungi I’ve seen in
the oak groves, glowing white. The
winner is from Venus, a being
shaped a little like an earthling, ex
cept for the green iridescent husk
that robes its body and its noseless
face. Everyone has an ugly nose. If
you came from a world without
noses you’d think we were deformed
with our knotty protrusions.
I write another story about the
last couple on earth after the Bomb.
They drive from town to town across
the United States in the cars they
find strewn everywhere. In their
lifetime they will never run out of gas,
which seems like heaven. But they
worry about the future. Who will
know how to make gasoline? Though
there is no one to marry them, their
obligation to have sexual intercourse
is very clear.
>
c.
Mama reads about an art class
offered Saturday mornings in Ramon
Park by a world-famous painter. Mr.
Gavinsky, eighty-three, showed at
the World’s Fair in Chicago in 1933.
She encourages me to take the class
because I keep a sketchbook and
draw all the time. Drawing, I’ve
discovered that all objects are
animate. But it’s the pleasures of
following the lines of the human
body that I especially love. Mr. Gavin
sky is crabby and his paintings are
not interesting to me, muted land
scapes of oranges and browns. To
me the land is electric, Fuchsia, in
digo, silver. Still, I’m excited about
learning something. But he ignores
me, talks only to the middle-aged
women who comprise the rest of the
class. On the third Saturday he asks
me if I don’t think I should drop the
class. “ A girl like you couldn’t
possibly be interested in what I have
to o ffe r . B e s id e s , you are
distracting.”
I leave quickly, walking towards
town. Fighting the tears. Inside I’m
screaming. How dare you think you
know who I am! But anger is
something a girl like me cannot
show. As with so many feelings that
give away the heart. The privacy. It’s
all you have.
&
“ You are too beautiful for your
age,” the president of the Board of
Education says when I enter the
essay-speech contest on democracy
to win a trip to the United Nations in
New York City. My grade on the essay
on which our names are not printed is
fifteen points higher than the skinny
undeveloped boy who wins.
When Bridgit enters high school
she tries out for cheerleader. Just as
Mama has fretted, there’s no trace
now of her former brilliance. “ Bridgit
thought herself average and so now
she really is average.” Our mother
bemoans the power of thought. But
Bridgit is very popular. She used her
magnificent brain to achieve that, I
figure. And her breasts are far from
average. Suddenly they are much
larger than mine, much, much larger.
They call her Jayne Mansfield, Anita
Ekberg. I’m sure they’re the results
too of the power of her thought. As a
little girl, big boobs, as she called
them, were her greatest dream. She’d
sneak Mama’s brassieres from the
dresser drawer, fill the D cups with
water-filled balloons, put on Daddy’s
white T-shirts and, for whole days,
parade around the blocks, jugging, it
seems now, into her future body. It’s
a surprise when she isn’t voted
cheerleader.
Late that summer we are secret
ly informed by the student-body
president, a good friend of Bridgit’s,
that in fact she was voted Head
Cheerleader; she received more
votes than any other girl. But Mrs.
Deal, head of the English Depart
ment and the com m ittee that
counted the votes, put her foot down.
“ I will not stand for that girl to be out
there bouncing up and down before
all of Angel, no sireee!"
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I'm fifteen. A glamorous couple
has moved to town. They are unlike
other adults, they don’t have
children, she’s on TV a lot, commer
cials for Johnson’s floor wax,
Kellogg breakfast cereals, choco
lates for losing weight. Liz Carter.
She was Miss Chicago. She was
fourth runner-up in the Miss America
contest. She opens a charm school,
Liz’s Charm School. I take my
paycheck from the drive-in, sign up. I
know only too well how uncharming I
am. She instructs, “ You must learn
to walk with your knees bent so that
you glide, as if on roller skates. When
I won the Miss Chicago crown the
judges debated whether I had roller
skates on beneath my gown. Before
they crowned me they sent someone
backstage to check me out.”
She takes us to see the movies
Picnic and The Man With a Golden
Arm. Liz was best friends with Kim
Novak before Hollywood discovered
her. Liz says Kim is really a fat slob
with black hair and pimples. Just
look what she has managed to do for
herself. The beauty business will be
your best investment.
Liz isn’t beautiful to me. She’s
too old, as she herself always says.
She’s twenty-six, a fading beauty, her
life of glory gone. She talks in
cessantly of the war to stay beautiful
and “ alive” for her husband, to keep
him happy. All she can really do is to
try and help us, to share what she
learned when she too was young.
Thirteen lessons, thirteen weeks.
She teaches us how to sit, how to
walk, how to wear clothes,' how to
put on make-up. Every week she
urges me to cut my hair. “ I had hair
as beautiful as yours, as thick.
Only...” a tone now suggesting hers
was superior because “ it was black.”
“ But long hair causes you to slump
your shoulders, it makes you stick
your head out in front of your body,
to lead the way. It looks like your
brain weighs too much.”
She takes us to the Miss North
Island Beauty Pageant sponsored by
the U.S. Naval Station in San Diego.
Terry, the first girl, leaps from the
side curtains, struts out before the
audience of hundreds, sailors and
San Diego dignitaries, her chest and
her smile expanded. She teases and
flirts and winks at the judges,
sashaying her high little ass beneath
its ruffly skirt at them, juts her bot
tom lip, drops her eyelids, hands on
her hips, for the boys in the front
rows. She throws us all big tongued
kisses. The place comes down in a
roar, the pandemonium of the sev
enth grade. None of the twenty other
girls is able to match her exuber
ance, her strut, her blatant sexualfun strut-tease.
But now the bathing-suit compe
tition. Terry is called out again, the
obvious winner. There’s the roar
again, these guys love her. Again the
seventh grade: they’re panting at the
mouth, they’re close to jacking off
collectively. But in her metallic-green
one-piece, Terry is timid. Now she
doesn’t strut or prance, she hes
itates, head bowed, the triumphant
smile gone. She takes the obligatory
turn-arounds, then walks out the
ramp, tripping slightly in her high
heels. The roar of the boys, deafen
ing when her name was called, is
diminishing with each stringy step
until there is only embarassment in
the hall. She is skinny, everything,
legs, bottom, chest, arms, the bones
protruding from the base of her
chicken neck. “ If only she had strut
ted in her bathing suit,” Liz instructs,
“ she would have won. We would
have seen her triumphantly thin, like
a model with a boy’s body. But she
thought herself skin and bones.
Beauty is an illusion. If you want to
be beautiful, you must become a
great actress.”
The next year Liz’s husband,
Chuck, coming up the canyon from
the beach at Del Mar, drives his con
vertible right off the five-hundred-foot
drop into dry, boulder-filled Lake
Hanson. Liz, in her grief, prepares to
receive the insurance settlement.
But then the insurance company
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The spotlight blinds me. I
can’t see anyone. But I’m
smiling. I’m smiling till my
face hurts, the bilateral
sides of my face. People
always complain that I
don’t smile enough. I’m
determined not to lose the
contest for that old fault.
declares his death suicide. There
weren’t any skid marks. Liz’s Charm
School closes. She loses the war to
be beautiful, to keep her husband
happy.
One day in my sophomore year
Cal Johnson from the Angel Cham
ber of Commerce and Pilgrim Fellow
ship, the Christian teenage organiza
tion I used to belong to in order to get
out of the house on Sunday nights to
be with Ramon, drives up the hill to
our house with the Miss Angel appli
cation. He asks me about Ramon

who’s been sent to the San Diego
County reform school. “ I don’t know
how he is. We broke up.” Mr.
Johnson is delighted with this news.
“ He was never good enough for you.”
He helps me fill out the form.
Weight: I lie; ten pounds less. Hob
bies: I’ve quit drawing so I can’t say
that. Talent: “ I always wanted to play
the piano but we could never afford
one.” Career plans: marriage. “ You
can’t say that. They want you to be
domestic, but not that domestic.”
Yeah, they want you to be a virgin
forever. Maybe I’ll write sex under
hobbies. Color of eyes: Mama says
they change to whatever I’m near.
Measurements: 38-23-35. Measure
ments is easy because I know my
answer will make the judges excited
and it’s not a lie. “ Talent,” Cal says,
“ is the most important thing next to
looks. You have to have a lot of that.
And personality.”
I have neither of these. Everyone
says “ you’re beautiful but you don’t
have any personality.” Bridgit has
the personality, the brains.
“ But you're head majorette. You
can twirl a baton.”
That’s true. I’m head majorette

for the El Angel High School Band.
But I’ve never had any lessons or
teachers or even examples of what a
majorette is, except for the Rose
Bowl Parade every New Year’s Day
on TV. This isn’t talent, just hard
work. I figured the baton out, twirling
the silver bar for hours all the sum
mer before the tenth grade. I found
twelve girls, taught them what I’d
taught myself. I designed our uni
forms, drove the forty miles to San
Diego to buy the material, sewed
every blue sequin on the thirteen
white corduroy bodysuits. Now I haul
the girls off almost every weekend to
march in five-mile parades behind
palominos whose shit we strut in,
choreograph (a word I don’t know)
every football and basketball half
time. My favorite is my Indian
routine. We tie colored scarves to our
ankles and Jight the ends of our
batons with fire. The drums thump
out the beat, we howl past the
feathers in our braided hair. Against
the cold, dark night beneath the
blinding lights of the Angel Stadium
during half time in which the Angel
Devils are always winning, we are
wild savages before the civilized
crowd.
“ Well,” Cal says, “ baton seems
to be your only talent. You better put
it down.”
The week after the Miss Angel
contest he enters me in, Cal Johnson
disappears, leaving his family, the
church, his insurance business.
Everyone fears foul play or that he’s
dead at the bottom of one of the
steep canyons. At church we pray for
him. In my prayers I never forget him.
He was the most beloved and re
spected man in Angel. But then two
years later the police find him in the
desert in Calexico, remarried and re
established in the insurance busi
ness and the churcb- AII the forms of
propriety, or perhaps it was insur
ance, didn’t reveal Cal’s true self
either.

c- fe—»
The man I want to marry is a
sailor at sea. Sergei. He’s a Russian
from New York, he’s as tall as Ivan the
Terrible on whom I am writing a paper
when we meet. Six feet five inches.
Nineteen. We’ve known each other
only three weeks when he is shipped
off for seven-months duty in the
Pacific. I have the map above my bed.
I follow him, Honolulu, Yokahama,
Hong Kong, Taiwan, the Philippines.
We write every day. I date a different
guy at least every other day. Mostly
they are sailors. I like them because
they come from other states and con
trary to their reputation, to mine for
dating them, they are gentlemen, I
don’t even have to kiss them. None of
them is able to make me forget
Sergei.
For the Miss Angel contest each
girl is required to have an escort.
Sergei arranges to have his best
friend, Gino, drive up from Miramar
Naval Air Station to escort me. The
gesture is gallant but I wish I was with
anyone else.
A strapless, peach formal. Ex
pensive. Layers and layers of net and
taffeta over a rented hoop skirt. The
gown was Bobbie Sue’s, my nineteenyear-old cousin recently killed in a car
accident. When Gino, in his dress
blues, walks into the long living room
that opens onto the whole Valle De
Romona, I’m standing alone, watch
ing the sun go down, waiting. He
bows, “ I crown you Miss Angel.”
In the twilight, the color of my
gown, I do feel beautiful, though tight,
that terrible awkwardness when I feel
social expectations. I can’t possibly
fill the need, though I pray to. I love the
world. I want to do something for it
before I die. At the last minute I put on
the mustard-seed necklace my moth
er gave me for Christmas. Faith. We
drive down to the town in his ’54 Ford
hardtop convertible. He’s my boy
friend’s best friend. There can be no
e le c tric ity between us. There is
nothing to talk about. Later I think if
he had been a potential boyfriend, if
there could have been energy be
tween us, the outcome of the night

m ight have been different.
h is p re fe re n ce fo r b lo nd es, and
though she is an ex-queen, married,
This year the pageant is held in
tw o tim es a mother, for th is night he
the old Angel Town Hall on Main
w ill be the gracious escort, like Gino
S treet. Old p ho to g ra p h s line the
is mine, fo rth is damsel in distress. He
walls. Main Street, 1889. Main Street,
removes his sombrero, a grandiose
1900. Nuevo, Angel's original name,
gesture, sweeps it behind his back as
w ritten in white ink across the buck
he bows, and, holding out his hand, in
board in front of the Pioneer Market,
to which she slides her small fingers,
the first Miss Angel in her gown of tu r
he bends, very deliberately, the upper
key feathers. Angel is the turkey capilip lined in a pencil-thin moustache,
tol of the world.
and kisses them. The Indians finger
he hall is jum ping. Television
the strings of their guitars. A little
crews from San Diego’s three
snare. God. What w ill I do if he does
s t a t io n s , o n e fro m L o s
that to me?
Angeles, a hundred m iles to the north.
The contest begins. Lily, Susan,
The three judges, two men and a
Jennifer, Ella, Mona, Jam ie’s dream is
woman, are escorted in w ith much
to run her own business. “ I know I can
pomp and applause. One of the men
do it,” she says, “ but it w ill be like
is a well-known TV personality for
clim bing the tallest m ountain in the
Channel 6. The current reigning Miss
world.” Diane says she’s going to be
Angel, Annie Alison, stands benev
an airline stewardess if she can just
olently w ith everyone. Her mother,
m ake it to tw enty-one. Everyone
Miss Angel, 1936, is wearing the an
laughs. For the first tim e I realize
tique gown of turkey feathers. She
Diane has personality.
was the last queen required to wear it.
And now, for our only blonde in
The Los Coyotes Reservation band
the contest. The spotlight blinds me. I
plays its savage mix of C atholic,
can’t see anyone. But I’m sm iling. I’m
patriotic, school songs, San Diego
sm iling till my face hurts, the bilateral
Back-Country Blues, swing of our
sides of my face. People always com 
parents, be-bop jazz o f our older
plain that I don’t sm ile enough. I’m
brothers and sisters, Mission Indian
determined not to lose the contest for
tribal stomp, Tijuana Mariachi, our
that old fault. They said the crash was
very own rock ’n’ roll. I hold onto my
so sudden Bobbie Sue s till had a
escort’s big arm, his Navy stripes.
smile on her face though every bone
People move aside as we walk up the
behind it was broken. The host is so
steps. But not their eyes. They stare
stupid I don’t know how to answer his
as they never have before, as if this
questions. A TV camera zooms in. Un
event fin a lly gives them com plete
der hobbies I fin ally wrote “ draw ing.”
rights. I guess it does. We hover with
“ Oh,” he jokes, his grin om nipo
the other girls in their form als, lean
tently large, the camera moving into
ing on the arms of their escorts. The
my aching mouth. “ I bet you really
smell of Evening in Paris and after
mean drawing m en.”
shave. The lights of the hall spark o ff
The room roars and something
their eyes. They are more beautiful
rushes through my face. I guess so.
than I realized. They have their real
Relax. Relax, the last thing Gino said
boyfriends with them. It is awkward
as he shoved me forward. “ R elax!"
that Diane Smith is with the wildest,
Cal ordered. “ The Chamber is count
most terrifying Indian of the whole
ing on you. We’ll never win unless you
c o u n ty, L in c o ln Q u in ta rra , th irty
relax.”
years old.
Relax. Relax. The chant up and
“ Do you recognize th e lady
down, my strapless falling down. The
judge?” Jennifer asks me. Jennifer is
sm ile on my face w ill kill me. I ’m in the
the one I think should win. “ It’s Miss
second grade and m y parents take me
Fairest of the Fair from three years
to an office on Sunset Boulevard. A
ago, Raquel Tejada. Remember her?”
H ollywood movie agent. He has seen
Raquel Tejada is moving among
the dignitaries, the adults. She is very
small. In her photos she always looks
The two famous sex
large. I remember the strange com 
queens are standing in very
pulsion I felt toward the first picture I
saw of her. I can’t really see that it’s
high heels and very low cut
the same person.
“ Can you believe? She just had a
dresses, facing the camera.
b a b y— tw o w eeks a g o !” Je n n ife r
says.
Monroe has one arm
“ She sure got her figure back
quick,” Susan says.
around Mansfield’s deeply
“ Yeah, but her boobs are s till
indented waist, the other
sm all,” Diane says. “ No bigger than
mine.” Everyone laughs.
slid into her enormous left
“ When did she get married?” I
ask. I want to be married. I want to be
breast. Mansfield has one
an adult. I want a meaningful exis
tence before I die. I want to sleep all
arm around Monroe’s
night with the man I love.
“ W ell,” Jennifer snickers. “ Of
shoulders and the other
course she had to. Her name now is
plunged up her dress into
Raquel W elch.”
Raquel Welch is wearing a strap
her crotch. Both blondes
less full-length gown too. Ice blue.
She isn’t as pretty in real life as her
are laughing uproariously
photos but she holds my attention.
The other judge I recognize from the
at the joke, their big joke
wom an’s page of the Tribune, don
Juan, a famous figure o f San Diego
on the world.
high society. I still don’t understand
the concept “ society” except that
me in two school plays, one in which I
where he goes, it is. He’s always be
sta r as the diptheria germ and the
ing photographed with a celebrity
other in which I ’m an old woman. As
fam ily of blondes, mothers, daugh
Diptheria I wear a bedsheet dyed with
ters, cousins. He escorts them in
black spots to symbolize the lethal
parades, many of which I’ve marched
germs, I loom and hover evilly around
in, to charity balls and museum open
the world. As Granny, m y h air is
ings, down to the docks to meet im 
brushed with cornstarch, turns silver.
portant ships from across the seas,
I rock, cackle, make witty, sarcastic
big Gabor lips across everything, the
remarks to a ll the young ones. I t ’s
Captain, the sea, the newspaper, don
m agic to step into another’s body. I
Juan.
love the stage, the audience watch
Raquel makes her way across
ing. But ever since then I ’ve been cast
the crowded room. Don Juan rises
in straight roles, always the pre tty in
from his seat. He wears a red cum 
nocent girl, a role I can’t play. The
merbund around his small waist, a
dark-suited movie agent pulls on his
white Mexican tuxedo, a sombrero
cigar, leans way back in his swivel
with tassles around the brim. She is
chair and demands, “Alright. Let’s
being introduced by the TV host, Mrs.
see how cute you are.”
Raquel Welch, nee our very own, our
Recite nursery rhymes. I don’t
favorite ex-Miss Fairest o f the Fair,
know any. M irror M irror on the wall.
Miss Raquel Tejada from La Jolla.
They bore me. The only verses I can
Though the don has often announced
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recite are from the Bible. Who’s the
Fairest o f them All? Can’t you be cute
and coy like you’re suppose to be?
Like a seven year old. Like a sixteen
year old.
I t ’s a w ful to disappoint him. And
my parents. I don’t know how to be
cute. I have no personality. When I try
to be as they want I embarrass my
self. Mama always blesses this day
th ou gh . She says the n a tu re o f
H ollywood is contrary to mine. From
then on she applies herself very seri
ously to the task o f m aking sure I
don’t grow up to be a movie star. Let
ters from agents, the agents them
selves come to the house, telephone,
but she never lets them talk with me.
So why am I here now? When I leave
the sp otligh t, my oldest name is
hissed at me, Blondie, hey Blondie!
During the balloting we crowd
together into the restroom to refresh
our make-up, comb our hair, consult
Liz. To rest my face from sm iling. In
the huddled group I lose m yself a lit
tle. I feel like one of them, a part of the
human flux, a feeling I love. Once I
read that an a rtis t’s collage of a thou
sand faces makes the most beautiful
face anyone has ever seen. But then

suddenly this old sense fills me with
alarm. Tonight I’m in co m petition
w ith my friends, I’m to be the most
visible.
“ Oooh! Just imagine! One of us
w ill soon be M iss A n g e l!” Diane
squeals in the center o f the swarm. A
wave o f e m b a rra s s m e n t sw eeps
through us. Her lust to win, as w ith so
many things about Diane, is undis
guised. But light irradiates her large
eyes. She’s beautiful. I never thought
so before. She’s an F student and her
reputation is horrible. Probably none
of us is w ithout sexual experience,
but she makes no effort to hide hers.
Somehow she’s related to Ramon, a
cousin. Like his, her Mojave mother
disappeared after her birth. The Mojaves are superstitious about half
breeds. The county is always taking
her away from her w hite father, the
local car mechanic who never got
over his penchant for drunk reserva
tion women. He disappears for days
at a tim e into the local reservations
and Diane runs from her newest
foster home. That’s what she’s doing
with Lincoln Quintarra. She runs to
older men.
I move out of the bathroom, into
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sion bells rin g in g ...” Annie, last
year’s Miss Angel, as she forfeits her
crown, is bawling.
The three of us, Ella, Susan and
myself, the three of us who have not
placed, are just standing there won
dering what else is expected of us.
Cal Johnson runs up, “ Now girls!
Don’t be bad sports. Go up there and
congratulate the new Queen and her
Court.”

trol of my destiny. I want to make love
to him every day and night.
On the road up to Angel he con
fesses his Japanese prostitutes. It is
a pain different, deeper than any I’ve
known. He says they are a different
kind of girl than me, I have nothing to
worry about. Losing the war and the
Bomb made them that way. He helps
my father dig the hole for the new
swimming pool. I watch the two men I
love the most from the window, dig
echanically we start doing as
ging. I feel dug into. If I have nothing
we are told, when Cal grabs
to worry about, if she is so different,
my arm. He looks into my
so dism issable— why? I see her
in
eyes. “ Do you realize you came naked
in the large room of mat
to
last. Last! When are you ever goingtresses,
Japanese on top of him. Why
learn to smile?” I’m bobbing for ap
were you with her? I stayed a virgin for
ples the last church Halloween party
you. In a week we are secretly en
at his house, how sexual it is, nose
gaged.
and teeth in the water with the boys’.
“ And didn’t you promise me you’d
have your hair thinned?”
On the day we buy our rings, in
“ It’s just that the judges couldn't
downtown San Diego, we drive up to
see your pretty face, honey.” Cal’s
Del Mar, to the San Diego County Fair.
wife is suddenly beside us, she who is
Diane has not placed in the Fairest of
about to be deserted, her tone more
the Fair Contest, though next year,
gentle. “ We’re so embarrassed for
Susan, one of the three of us who
you.”
came in last, will become Miss Angel,
The m inister of the Friend’s
Miss Fairest of the Fair, and place
Church says, “ You were holding your
second in the Miss California contest.
shoulders up just fine, and then
Ella disappears for ten years. I meet
halfway through the interview you let
her one day on Telegraph Avenue, a
them slump again. I prayed you were
Berkeley radical with a Ph. D. in Rus
over that old problem.” I haven’t been
sian Studies.
able to stomach him since I heard him
Don Juan is strolling the prome
preach that any man who thinks he
nade with two princesses on his arm.
can worship under a tree on Sundays
A fat Indian woman dressed in purple
rather than in a church is a sinner.
silk guesses age and weight for fifty
I’m looking around for Gino. Mr.
cents. She guesses me fifte e n
Nordahl, the school principal, stops
pounds under my weight and ten
me. “ Your answers were, just too
years older than my age. I win a beat
deep, dear. It’s a disgrace you came in
nik doll.
last, a disgrace that Diane is our new
We have our portraits drawn by a
Miss Angel. Heavens! You should
chalk artist. As I sit a crowd gathers.
have th o u g h t more about your
He asks me my hobbies. I say drawing
answers.”
and sewing. In his picture J am draw
A lady from the Eastern Star has
ing men, that is, luring them.
tears in her eyes.
We watch the horse races, my
“ For next year’s contest,” Liz is
head nestled into the arm pit of my
saying. “ You must let me cut your
tall sailor. I love to listen to him talk,
hair. There’s nothing wrong with the
his sexy New York accent. We walk
rest of you. Everyone knows you have
around the agricultural exhibits. We
a good face.”
ghsp over the fat hogs, the ridicu
I nod to them all. I will not be
lously groomed sheep, the unabash
Miss Bad Sport on top of Miss Last
edly randy bulls.
Place, Miss Ugly Angel. But there
In a lighted case near the exit,
won’t be a next year for me. I watch
the year’s score cards for all the coun
Raquel Welch leave the Angel Town
ty ’s animal com petitions are dis
Hall on the arm of don Juan.
played, including the beauty con
tests. I refuse to look, but Sergei does.
He discovers that from the scores of
I’m on the train from San Diego
the two men judges I would have been
to Los Angeles. It is the week before
Miss Angel. But Raquel Welch gave
my sixteenth birthday and the day
me the lowest points possible. Zero in
after I place last in the Miss Angel
every category.
contest. I’m going to Sarah’s for
Easter vacation. I’m wearing white
three-inch high heels, a lot of make
up. Much more than in the contest. A
pale mint-green suit: straight skirt
and soft sweater, dyed-to-match. My
first sweater since I was thirteen. The
train, used mostly by business men
commuting between the two cities,
races along the beautiful coast, the
tracks lined in yellow and fuschia ice
plant. The men keep saying, you are
so beautiful. They keep buying me
screwdrivers and saying, you are the
most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.
One who sits awhile with me says, “ I
know you are a fashion model, any
one as beautiful as you are has to be.”
But I am not cute nor coy, nor do I
drink their drinks. My old strange
ness, my inability to be anything other
than deep, the physical ache too
much smiling brings my face causes
them all to leave me shortly. I see my
Raquel is a chapter from The Book of
face in the hot window speeding
Seeing With One’s Own Eyes, which
along the ocean, the water beginning
will be published June 15th by
to well up in the eyes that change to
Graywolf Press of St. Paul. Sharon
whatever they’re near over the glary
Doubiago grew up in southern Cali
light of the aqua blue and white rib
fornia and has spent much of her
boned sea. Last place. But the tears
adult life traveling the North and
of humiliation Iwill not let fall. The day
South American continents. A fre
is beautiful. The hills wild with the
quent contributor to the CSQ, Sharon
flowers of spring. And so am I.
is currently at work on Son, a book
length feminist narrative on raising a
male athlete.
In July I meet Sergei’s aircraft
Stewart
Mead is a Twin Cities artist
carrier, the USS Hornet, home from
whose work will be shown beginning
the Orient. I design and sew a beauti
May 21 st as part of the Minnesota Art
ful red dress for him. He takes a pic
ist Exhibition Program at the Minne
ture of me with his new Japanese
apolis Institute of Arts.
camera standing among the thou
Gail Swanlund is a free-lance
sands of other loved ones on the
designer in the Twin C ities.
dock. I want to be an adult. I want con

M

a dark comer behind the throng of
people. The band is playing “ Mood In
digo.” Raquel Welch is standing in
front of me. She’s just standing there
in her ill-fitting blue gown, small and
unglamorous, thinking no one is look
ing at her. Light doesn’t spark off her
as it does the girls in the contest, as I
can see it coming off me. The nostrils
of her thick nose flair with each
breath. She really is, as everyone
sneers, Mexican. But I love the dark,
the earth. She had a baby two weeks
ago. Her second baby. She has milk.
I’m sucked into her as into a cave, the
hole so visible from the recent birth.
Why are you wearing a dress that’s
too large? Maybe you almost died.
Bridgit comes through the crowd
to take a picture of me. She recog
nizes Raquel and takes it of her in
stead. “ Raquel Tejada!” she emotes
with the flashbulbs and instantly the
dark sullen figure becomes sparkling
light.
But too late for the photograph.
And before world fame. Before plastic
surgery, age and film make you large.
Before silicon, before Italy, before the
starry debut. Before the great actress.
You stand in front of the old photo
graphs of my hometown, a stage
coach on dusty Main, the army with
Kit Carson the day before the mas
sacre, Nuevo printed in white ink
above,your head, I’m a white ghost
behind you. Miss Angel in her turkey
feathers. Your hair is cropped, your
head too small. You are too small,
sinking, the deadly vortex, your moth
er’s, a wetback maid for the rich. Into
her you must sink, be a fading beauty
at twenty, acquiesce to anonymity,
live on this earth through the lives of
your children, be smoke, not flames.
Postpartum blues. You are a woman
being removed from the world.
Along with her camera Bridgit is
carrying a copy of The Valley of the
Dolls by Jacqueline Suzanne.
“ Are you reading that book,
too?” Raquel asks.
“ Oh, yes! I can’t put it down!” My
sister can be chums with anyone.
“ My mother gave it to me while I
was in the hospital,” Raquel says.
“ My mother’s so dumb she thinks be
cause it shows Hollywood in a bad
light I won’t want to be a movie star. It
just makes me more determined than
ever.”
“ Me too!” Bridgit exclaims. “ But
I can’t even let my mother see I’m
reading it.”
They both laugh, ta lk about
some scene or character they love.
I’ve never read that book. Someday I
must. I’m sure I’ll learn some basic
things that have always escaped me.
But I still have the photo my sister
took of me and Raquel that night. It’s
as important as another one I carry, of
Marilyn Monroe and Jayne Mansfield.
A detective friend took it on a studio
lot about the same time Bridgit took
hers. The two famous sex queens are
standing in very high heels and very
low-cut dresses, facing the camera.
Monroe has one arm around Mans
field’s deeply indented waist, the
other slid into her enormous left
breast. Mansfield has one arm around
Monroe’s shoulders and the other
plunged up her dress into her crotch.
Both blondes are laughing uproar
iously at the joke, their big joke on the
world. They were consummate come
dians. When I think of their deaths,
Jayne’s like my cousin BobbieSue’s, I
think they were murdered. Someone,
the government, despite the world’s
insistence on the Dumb Blonde, got

42

Clinton St. Quarterly—Spring, 1988

wind of how smart these women
were.
And Raquel. In my sister’s photo
graph you can see the birthing of a
person who must become an artist of
her own body, personality and being.
She is deciding in the very moment to
become the world’s most beautiful
woman. She will pay any price for this.
You can see, any. price is worth it.
Years later when I can’t remember be
ing the girl this story is about, when
the world will have changed so much,
I’ll zip past newstands in super
markets and drugstores all over Los
Angeles, past two or three, some
times as many as a half-dozen covers
of Raquel’s midsection: the famous
flaring navel, her trademark (there
was the letter to the editor of Playboy
magazine in 1975 celebrating her
navel as the most beautiful ever
created, bemoaning the fact that no
other woman’s belly button could
make the writer as horny), the wide
winged shoulders, the flaming bones
of her face. THE MYSTERIOUS
RAQUEL. WHO IS RAQUEL WELCH?
Photographers know she’s had chil
dren from the marks on her famous
belly (pregnancies being the cause of
her stretched navel) but where the
children are, where she has suddenly

Don Juan is strolling the
promenade with two
princesses on his arm. A
fat Indian woman dressed
in purple silk guesses age
and weight for fifty cents.
She guesses me fifteen
pounds under my weight
and ten years older than
my age. I win a beatnik
doll.
come from, how old she is, who her
husband is will remain manipulated
mysteries for years. I will always be
sorry she didn’t come on as Raquel
Tejada, a name more beautiful than
Raquel Welch, but in shooting for
Hollywood fame in racist Southern
California she obviously had to erase
her Latin Am erican heritage. In
Southern California anything south of
San Diego is Mexican.
In a short and sweet presenta
tion, ‘Miss Congeniality,’ “ the girl
who is easiest to get along with and
helps the most,” is awarded to Lily
Walker. Then the real announce
ments begin. By order of placement,
the top seven that is, the Queen’s
Royal Court and then the Queen. As
each name is called a squeal comes
from the girl and then the slow dawn
ing that she isn’t Miss Angel seems to
overtake her as she arrives at the front
of the room to receive her tiara and
sash. Princess Six, Princess Five,
Princess Four. When there is only the
Queen to be announced and my name
has not been called I know she is not
me. I look across the faces of the four
of us who remain. Diane explodes like
a Fourth-of-July firecracker, each
successive explosion more beautiful
than the last as she jumps, cries out,
stumbles ecstatically, tears falling in
the spotlights and camera flashes,
toward her robe and crown. The band
is playing, “ Ramona, I hear your mis

Rape, kidnapping, torture, mutilation,
and the murder of unarmed civilians.

It may be some time before we have a complete accounting of the United States’ activities in Central
America; activities that violate either the letter or spirit of U.S. and international law. The W orld Court has
already found the United States guilty of violations of international law, and the surveillance and
harassment of U.S. citizens opposed to U.S. policy has sharply increased.
But despite the Reagan Adm ininstration’s attempts to dismantle peace efforts in Central America and at
home, progress has been made. A Central American peace accord was signed in Guatemala City on
August 7,1987, and the recent overt U.S. military presence in Honduras met with swift resistance in many
U.S. cities.
Our nation must actively support the regionally-based peace-m aking processes and bring to an end its
military involvements in Central America. As one of the most powerful countries in the world we should
lead the effort for self-determination and econom ic justice.

Demanding an end to U.S.
interventionist policies is not seeking the
impossible, it is seeking the humane.

The MPC Media Project operates on the premise that progressive issues are under-represented or misrepresented in the mainstream press. We seek to illuminate progressive
issues utilizing paid advertisements. Some ot the text above was taken from Breaking With A Bitter Past: Toward a New U.S. Relationship with Central America.
For more information about the MPC Media Project, or about U.S. activities in Central America, please write to: MPC Media Project, 3255 Hennepin Ave. So. #255C, Minneapolis, MN 55408.
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i^ J a m e s Fenton, international writer in residence at The Loft, was
p resent at th e fall o f Saigon. R ecently he fo u n d h im se lf drawn to
the Philippines j u s t as President Marcos called a “sn a p election."
Though disappointed to be there w ith the rest o f the world press,
Fenton p u rsu ed his ow n sto ry and su d d en ly fo u n d h im se lf am idst
an exciting chapter o f Philippine history. This excerpt is from the
tail o f a m uch longer a cco u nt w hich appeared in G ranta 18.

Maximum Tolerance
“

M

1 1 arcos,” said the taxi-man, “ is in Guam.”
“ Bullshit,” I replied. “ I saw him on the television late last
night. About one-thirty. He can’t be already in Guam.”
“ It was probably a recording,” said the taxi-man. He was
the type I would normally have assumed to be working for
the secret service.
“ So where did you get this information?”
“Oh,” he said conspiratorially, “ military sources.”
He tuned in to the rebel radio. Uncon
firmed reports, said a voice, have it that
Marcos has been seen arriving in Guam.
“ I think we’d better go to Malacanang
as quickly as possible,” I said.
The soldiers at the gates were wearing
white arm-bands. Journalists had been
asking them what these were for, but the
soldiers weren’t talking. Everyone looked
faintly shifty. I met an old colleague I’d
last seen in Korea. “ You’ve heard o f
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course,” he said, “ Marcos is already in
Guam.” He had some more convincing
details. We asked the commanding of
ficer if we could come in. By now a small
crowd had gathered and the soldiers
were getting nervous. They moved us
gently back down the street as a couple
of limousines came in through the gates.
Then a very confident journalist arrived
and said to the commanding officer:
“ General Ramos has called us to a press

conference here. Perhaps you will let us
through.” The man let us through and
through we rushed.
“What was that?” we asked this fine
man.
“ Oh,” he said, “ I made it up. I was just
bullshitting him.”
Something very odd was happening.
Where the vegetable garden had been (it
had been planted on Imelda’s instruc
tions, as part of some pet scheme), they
were now laying a lawn. And the sculp
ture garden too—all the concrete statues
were being smashed and carried away.
The workers watched us as we passed.
There were tanks by the next gate, and
the security check was still in operation.
“ It’s extraordinary, isn’t it,” someone
said, “ the way they keep going on as if
nothing had happened. That platform—
they must have been told to put it up for
the inauguration. Now Marcos has gone
and they’re still putting it up.”
As we came through security, a voice
began to speak over the public address.
It was giving instructions to the military to
confine itself to the use of small arms in
dealing with attacks. It was outlining Mar
cos’s supposed policy of the whole elec
tion campaign—Maximum Tolerance.
“ Whose voice is that?” I asked.
“ It’s Marcos. It must be a recording.”
We ran up the grand staircase and
turned right into the ante-room. And
there sat Marcos himself, with Imelda
and the family all around him, and three
or four generals to the right. They had
chosen the ante-room rather than the
main hall, for there were only a few jour-

A soldier in the audience said that the
countersign was red, white and blue.
The questioner then said, “ No, these
were plain white arm-bands.”
Marcos said, a trifle quickly, “The colo
urs are changed every day.”
Somebody asked him whether he was
going to leave the country. “ No,” he said,
“ as you can see, we are all still here.”
And as he said these words he turned
round to discover that there was abso
lutely nobody standing behind him.

Back to Malacanang

A

nalists and cameramen, and yesterday’s
great array of military men was nowhere
to be seen. I looked very closely at Mar
cos and thought: it isn't him. It looked like
ectoplasm. Like the Mighty Mekon. It was
talking in a precise and legalistic way,
which contrived to sound both lucid and
utterly nonsensical. It had its left hand
under the table, and I watched the hand
for a while to see whether it was being
deliberately concealed. But it wasn’t.
So Marcos was still hanging on. In
deed he was back in his calm, lawyer’s
frame of mind. I remember somebody
asking him whether he was going to go
ahead with his inauguration the next day,
as planned. Marcos replied that it was his
duty to do so, as laid down by the con
stitution. The inauguration had to take
place ten days after the proclamation by
the National Assembly. If he’d been
pressed any further in the matter he
would have started quoting acts and stat
utes. That part of his brain was function
ing perfectly. The bit that wasn’t function
ing, it appeared, was the bit that should
have told him the game was up.
At first I felt embarrassed, as if I had
been caught red-handed by Marcos,
trespassing in the palace. Then I felt em
barrassed because, there being so few
pressmen around, I might be expected to
ask the president a question. And I
couldn’t think of a thing to ask. People
hovered around the microphone, and
whispered to each other, “ D’you want to
go next?” Very few people did. One jour
nalist actually went to the side of the
room, sat down and buried his head in his

hands, as if overwhelmed by the irreality
of the occasion.
General Ver was quivering and in an
evident panic. He stepped forward and
asked for permission to bomb Camp
Crame. There were two government F-5
jets circling over it, he said. (Just outside
the palace someone had told me that the
crowd at Camp Crame appeared to think
that these jets were on their side, for they
cheered every time the aircraft came
over.) Marcos told Ver they were not to be
used. Ver’s panic increased.
"The air force, sir, is ready to attack
were the civilians to leave the vicinity of
Camp Crame immediately, Mr. President.
That’s why I come here on your orders so
we can immediately strike them. We have
to immobilize the helicopters that they
g o t.” (M arcos had sent h e lic o p te r
gunships against the camp, but the pilots
had come out waving white flags and
joined the rebels.)
Marcos broke in with tired impatience,
as if this had been going on all through
the night and he was sick and tired of Ver.
“ My order is not to attack. No, no, no.
Hold on; not to attack.”
Ver was going wild. “ Our negotiations
and our prior dialogue have not suc
ceeded, Mr. President.”
Marcos: “ All I can say is that we may
have to reach the point we may have to
employ heavy weapons, but you will use
the small weapons in hand or shoulder
weapons in the meantime.”
Ver said: “ Our attack forces are being
delayed.”
The Christian Science Monitor, at my

elbow, said: “ This is absurd. It’s a Muttand-Jeff act.”
Ver said: “ There are many civilians
near our troops, and we cannot keep on
withdrawing. We cannot withdraw all the
time, Mr. President.”
All this was being broadcast live on
Channel Four, which Marcos could see
on a monitor. Ver finally saluted, stepped
backwards and left with the other of
ficers. I forget who they were, just as
Marcos, when he introduced them to us,
had forgotten all their names and needed
prompting. Now the family withdrew as
well.
An incident then occurred whose sig
nificance I didn’t appreciate at the time.
The television began to emit white noise.
A soldier stepped forward and fiddled
with the knobs. The other channels were
working, but Channel Four had been
knocked off the air. The rebels had taken
the government station, which Marcos
must have realized. But he hardly batted
an eyelid. It was as if the incident were
some trivial disturbance, as if the televi
sion were simply on the blink.
For me, the most sinister moment of
the morning had been when Marcos said
that if the rebels continued they would
“ be chewed up by our roaming bands of
loyal troops.”
Someone asked why the troops at the
gate were wearing white arm -bands.
They had said, he told Marcos, that it
m eant they would surrender to the
rebels.
Marcos explained that this was not so.
The arm-bands were a countersign.

£
M.s I came within view of the pal
ace I saw that people were climbing over
the railing, and just as I caught up with
them a gate flew open. Everyone was
pouring in and making straight for the old
Budget Office. It suddenly occurred to
me that very few of them knew where the
palace itself was. Documents were flying
out of the office and the crowd was mak
ing whoopee. I began to run.
One of the columnists had written a
couple of days before that he had once
asked his grandmother about the Revolu
tion of 1896. What had it been like? She
had replied: “ A lot of running.” So in his
family they had always referred to those
days as the Time of Running. It seemed
only appropriate that, for the second time
that day, I should be running through Im
e ld a ’s old vegetable patch. The tu rf
looked sorrier than ever. We ran over the
polystyrene boxes which had once con
tained the chicken dinners, past the
sculpture garden, past where people
were jumping up and down on the ar
moured cars, and up onto the platform
from where we had watched Marcos on
the balcony. Everyone stamped on the
planks and I was amazed the whole
structure didn’t collapse.
We came to a side entrance and as we
crowded in I felt a hand reach into my
back pocket. I pulled the hand out and
slapped it. The thief scurried away.
I couldn’t believe I would be able to find
the actual Marcos apartm ents, and I
knew there was no point in asking. We
went up some servants’ stairs, at the foot
of which I remember seeing an opened
crate with two large green jade plates.
They were so large as to be vulgar. On the
first floor a door opened, and we found
ourselves in the great hall where the
press conferences had been held. This
was the one bit of the palace the crowd
would recognize, as it had so often
watched Marcos being televised from
here. People ran and sat on his throne
and began g iv in g m ock p re ss-co n 
ferences, issuing orders in his deep
voice, falling about with laughter or just
gaping at the splendour of the room. It
was all fully lit. Nobody had bothered, as
they left, to turn out the lights.
I remembered that the first time I had
been here, the day after the election, Im
elda had slipped in and sat at the side.
She must have come from that direction,
I went to investigate.
And now, for a short while, I was away
from the crowd with just one other per
son, a shy and absolutely thunderstruck
Filipino. We had found our way, we real
ized, into the Marcoses’ private rooms.
There was a library, and my companion
gazed in wonder at the leather-bound vol
umes while I admired the collection of art
books all carefully cataloged and with
their numbers on the spines. This was
the reference library for Imelda’s world
wide collection of treasures. She must
have thumbed through them thinking: I ’d
like one of them, or I've got a couple of
them in New York, or That’s in our London
house. And then there was the Blue
Drawing Room with its twin portraits of
the Marcoses, where I simply remember
standing with my companion and saying,
“ It’s beautiful, isn't it.” It wasn’t that it
was beautiful. It looked as if it had been
purchased at Harrods. It was just that,
after all the crowds and the riots, we had
landed up in this peaceful, luxurious den.
My companion had never seen anything
like it. He didn’t take anything. He hardly
dared touch the furnishings and trinkets.
We both simply could not believe that we
were there and the Marcoses weren’t.
I wish I could remember it all better. For
instance, it seemed to me that in every
room I saw, practically on every available
surface, there was a signed photograph
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of Nancy Reagan. But this can hardly be
literally true. It just felt as if there was a lot
of Nancy in evidence.
Another of the rooms had a grand
piano. I sat down.
“ Can you play?” said my companion.
“ A little,” I exaggerated. I can play
Bach’s Prelude in C, and this is what I
proceeded to do, but my companion had
obviously hoped for something more
racy. The keys were stiff. I wondered if the
piano was brand new.
A soldier came in, carrying a rifle.
“ Please cooperate,” he said. The soldier
looked just as overawed by the place as
we were. We cooperated.

S o m e b o d y asked Marcos whether he was going
to leave the country. “No, ” he said, “as you can
see, we are all still here. ” A n d as he said these
words he turned round to discover that there was
absolutely nobody standing behind him.
When I returned down the service
stairs, I noticed that the green jade plates
had gone, but there was still some Evian
water to be had. I was very thirsty, as it
happened. But the revolution had asked
me to cooperate. So I did.
Outside, the awe had communicated
itself to several members of the crowd.
They stood by the fountain looking down
at the coloured lights beneath the water,
not saying anything. I went to the parapet
and looked across the river. I thought:
somebody’s still fighting; there are still
some loyal troops. Then I thought: that’s
crazy—they can’t have started fighting
now. I realized that I was back in Saigon

yet again. There indeed there had been
fighting on the other side of the river. But
here it was fireworks. The whole city was
celebrating.

That Morning-After
Feeling

Q

^ ^ r i t t i n g at our table was a politi
cian who had supported the Aquino cam
paign and who was now fuming: there
had been no co n s u lta tio n w ith the
UNIDO members of parliament about the
formation of the new cabinet. He himself,
he said, had told the Aquino supporters
that he did not want a job. But they would
find that they needed the cooperation of
the parliament to establish the legitimacy
of their new government. Parliament had
proclaimed Marcos president. Parlia
ment would therefore have to unproclaim
him before Cory could be de jure as well
as de facto head of state. She could have
a revolutionary, de facto government if
she wanted. But in that case her power
was dependent on the military. She would
be v u ln e ra b le . The p o litic ia n was
haunted by the fear that corrupt figures
would again be put in key positions, and
that the whole thing would turn out to
have been some kind or sordid switch.
The television announcers were congrat
ulating the nation on the success of Peo
ple’s Power. But all three of us at the table
were wondering how real People’s Power
was.
The previous night, Enrile had made a
most extraordinary speech on the televi
sion. It had come in the form of a crude
amateur video. It looked, in a way, like the
plea of some kidnap victim, as if he were
being forced to speak at gun-point. And
*

I t seem ed to m e that in
every room I saw,
practically on every
available surface, there
was a signed
photograph o f Nancy
Reagan. But this can
hardly be literally true.
what he had said was so strange that
now, the m orning after, I wondered
whether I had dreamed it. So far I’d not
met anyone else who had seen the
broadcast. Enrile had begun, as far as I
remember, by saying that Marcos was
now in exile, and that he, Enrile, was
sorry. He had not intended things to turn
out this way. But he wanted to thank the
President (he still called him the Presi
dent) for not attacking the rebel soldiers
when they first went to Camp Aguinaldo.
At that time (and here I am referring to a
partial text of the speech) “The military
under his control, or the portion of the
military under his control, had the fire
power to inflict heavy damage on us.” But
it did not do so. “ And for that alone, I
would like to express my gratitude to the
President. As officers and men of the
Armed Forces of the Philippines, we want
to salute him for that act of compassion
and kindness that he extended to us all.”
I asked Helen and the p o litic ia n
whether they had heard this, and they
hadn’t. By coincidence, at that very mo
ment, the television in the foyer broad
cast an extract from the speech. The pol
itician was shocked. “ He’s only been
gone a few hours, and already the re
habilitation has begun.”
I then tried out my theory on the others.
When I had woken that morning, the the
ory was there, fully formed, in my head.
In a way I had been quite startled to find it
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there, so complete and horrible. The the
ory went like this. We had all assumed
that Marcos was losing touch with reality.
In fact he had not lost his marbles at all.
He had seen that he had to go, and that
the only way out for a dictator of his kind
was exile. The point was to secure the
succession. It could not go to General
Ver, but Marcos was under an obligation
to Ver, and therefore he could not hand
over the presidency to anybody else. In
some way, whether explicitly or by a nod
and a wink, he had told Enrile and
Ramos: you may succeed me if you dare,
but in order to do so you must overthrow
me and Ver. You must rebel. If you do so,
the bargain between us will be: I protect
you from Ver, and you protect me; if you
let me go with my family after my inaugu
ration, I will permit you to rebel. Marcos
was writing his legend again, and the
legend was: he was the greatest presi
dent the Philippines had ever known.
Then his most trusted son, Enrile, re
belled; Marcos could easily have put

down the rebellion, but he still loved his
son, he loved the Filipino people and he
could not bear to shed their blood. It was a
tragic and dignified conclusion.
The theory explained why Marcos had
shown himself, on the television, overrul
ing Ver. It explained why there had been
so little actual fighting. And it explained
the striking fact that no rebel troops had
been brought anywhere near the palace

I t was absolutely
possible to believe that,
instead o f joining the
revolution, Enrile and
Ram os had hijacked it.
A n d everyone was
clearly still in the habit
o f believing in the
genius o f Marcos,
however m uch they
hated him.
until after Marcos had left.
I asked the politician what he thought,
and his first reaction was: “ It’s too clever.”
But then you could see the theory, with all
its ramifications, getting a grip on him,
until he said: “ My God, I hope you’re
wrong.” Helen was prepared to believe
the theory. When I put it to Fred, he
brooded over it darkly. His own theory
that day was slightly different. “ It was
scripted,” he said, “the whole thing was
scripted by social scientists.” His idea
was that this was a copy-book peaceful
revolution designed to be held up to other
countries all around the world in order to
dissuade people from taking up armed
struggle.

Wear a S ilk wrap, by Cool Chic,
instead of a jacket, top, overskirt,
belt, scarf or bag. Made in
Minnesota of 100% washable,
top quality silks, in solids and
prints. Perfect for travel;
treasured as a gift. $45-60.
A vailable at By D esign , R iverplace, or call
861-5309 for in d iv id u a l ap p o in tm en t.

Julie Baugnet
2 9 0 -9 1 5 4
Lowertown St. Paul

I looked very closely at
Marcos and thought: it
isn ’t him. It looked like
ectoplasm. It was
talking in a precise and
legalistic way, which
contrived to sound both
lucid and utterly
nonsensical.
One way or another, the people I met
the day after Marcos left were incapable
of trusting the reality of the events they
had witnessed. Not all of them believed
the theory, but very few of them could
muster a concrete argument against it. It
was absolutely possible to believe that,
instead of joining the revolution, Enrile
and Ramos had hijacked it. And every
one was clearly still in the habit of believ
ing in the genius of Marcos, however
much they hated him.
Of course by now it looks different. We
know that the flight of Marcos could not
have been a clever fix, because the ques
tion of Marcos’s wealth was obviously so
badly botched. But still one could argue
th a t the th e o ry co nta ins a core of
atavistic truth. We know that Enrile, after
he joined C ory’s camp, continued to
think of Marcos as President. We know
he felt he had to make a tribute to Mar
cos’s “ compassion and kindness.”
The son saw that he had to kill the
father. The father saw the son preparing
to kill him. And he knew that this was
inevitable. He knew that he had to die.

James Fenton will spend May in Minne
sota as international writer in resi
dence at The Loft. During his residency,
Fenton will conduct intensive semi
nars in poetry and nonfiction at The
Loft and will participate in readings
and panels in the Twin Cities and
throughout the state. For more infor
mation call 341-0431.
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I f there's anyway

to avoid Confniufjnq
h j mainidnTion among
thousands of
Third World
infants and
sHH make a
buck, we will
do our utmost
to Find i t .
Inthe meantime
please be
p a tie n t-

IS IT TIME TO
BOYCOTT NESTLE
AGAIN?
Nestle has broken the promises it
made when the Boycott was
called off in 1984, and continues
to threaten infant lives in the
Third World.
Action for
Corporate Accountability is
committed to ensuring that Nestle
and the infant formula industry
do not get away with endangering
infant health in the interest of
profit.
For more information
about Action's campaign and
how you can participate, contact:
Action, 3255 Hennepin Ave. S.,
Suite 230, Minneapolis, MN
55408,(612) 823-1571.
Please send me more information about
Action's campaign and how I can help
save babies from coiporate abuse.
Name___________________________________
Address__________________________________
City, State, Zip___________________________
Telephone________________________________
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IM A G IN E T H A T which lies within, beneath this shrouded surface,
thin. Resist the World and it will wait. Send a card saying you’ll be late.

YOU COULD SLEEP WRAPPED IN A POEM EACH NIGHT.
A special item , exclusively o u rs a n d yours, arriv in g in m idsum m er
of 1988: C ool, crisp all-cotton sheets, w ound ab o u t with lovely
verse. T h e first edition in a series of po etry -ad o rn ed bedding.

III

C ream -colo red no-iron sheets by M artex, h a n d silk screened in
pearly grey. If interested in this item , please m ention it when
you’re in, or call an d we’ll d ro p you a line when the sheets arrive.

POLKA DOTS & MOONBEAMS IS GROWING WINGS.
Very soon, o u r nam e, as well as our logo, will change. Polka D o ts &
M oo n bea m s (all 18 letters) has suited us well an d faithfully for
years. It has represented the fanciful an d the w him sical, our
com m itm ent to delight an d intrigue, to soothe a n d to tickle. T h a t
w on’t change. O u r nam e is chang ing th ough, because we’re
growing, we’re evolving along with you, an d we feel the need now to
acknow ledge all of these changes.
O u r new nam e, I M A G I N E T H A T , represents o u r own delight
a n d su rp rise a t our grow th a n d p oten tial. P ic tu re a favorite
G re a t-A u n t clucking it at you, as you finish a w hopper of a story:
W ell, im agine th a t. O r th in k of it, fittingly, as the beginning, the
O p e n in g W o rd s of a story (our story an d hopefully, your story,
too); Im agine th a t yo u 're in a far-off la n d , in an o th e r tim e an d
place, a ch ild a g a in ... In d eed , im agine th a t.

A

R

W e’ve chosen a wing to rep resen t us now — a symbol of flight an d
of fancy (is it C u p id ’s, or one of four an d twenty blackbirds —
p erh a p s the R aven’s, o r th a t of a dove of peace). A wing suggests
m any things to m any people; it’s op en -en d ed , as we hope to
rem ain.
O f course, w ith change comes the recognition of things co n stan t
a n d resolute. W e will co n tin u e to search far an d wide for
ex tra o rd in ary card s a n d p ap er; for Tokens of Love a n d A ffection.
W e’ll h an d -p ick the best in everything, from exotic forkloric a rt
from H a iti, to h a n d -p a in te d card s by local artists. E ach an d every
item is a story for the telling, a beginning, w aiting for the en ding to
unfold.
A ll told, the best is yet to come.
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"THE TWIN CITIES BEST CARD STORE" -
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MPLS./ST. PAUL M AG AZINE.

'IM A G IN E T H A T . 3039 H EN N EPIN AVE. S. (next to Lotus Uptown) • 612-822-4144

